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We meet people everyday with various problems and issues. Whether 
health, financial, relationships or family problems, we all experience 
circumstances in life. Many times, this leads to shattered dreams. Dreams 
that are unfulfilled, incomplete or denied in someway often fall into this 
category. They do exist as everybody dreams. We just don’t all dream the 
same. Our dreams can be beautiful, sweet and loving, while others are 
terrifying, frightening or even nightmarish. 

One young woman had the courage to dream, not only for herself, 
but for her future. She did not know for certain the significance of her 
dreams until they manifested. Though life seemed challenging for her 
at one point, she found it within herself to sustain and move forward 
with life. Through perseverance and determination, she struggled on, 
despite physical circumstances. Her own strength got her through the 
more challenging times. 

Crystal Johnston, the main character, finds herself in adventure and 
suspense as she discovers her destiny while on an expedition in Cairo. Her 
dream was to become an archeologist or scientist one day. She wanted to 
_ explore the world someday. As she continues on with the expedition, she 
learns of how her dream is easily shattered by both internal and external 
influences. 

Crystal could see evil through her own dreams. She realized the extent 
as she spent a night in terror in a dark tunnel. Her life was not only in 
danger, she found herself plagued with fear and anxiety. She saw the Father 
(God) come to the rescue in the image of her own biological father. He 
guided her through the darkness to a path of light to safety. Her visions 
turned out to more accurately sound than she realized in the beginning. 


xi 


Anne R. Murray 


Many of us are in similar situations, whereby we have a dream. It 
seems reachable at the time until we get closer. Suddenly, our dream 
vanishes before our eyes. It is basically realistic as many of us have had bad 
experiences in life. Our dreams have been shattered and we are maimed 
for life. 1 would like to think we are brave warriors that carry forth. We 
can stay in self-pity or move on, seeing the positive side of life. I personally 
prefer the latter. 
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Sitting at the window, Crystal sat on the edge of her seat. Today 
was a brand new day; one that would change her life forever. Crystal 
looked out the window as the small bus was driving down the street. The 
bumpy road made it more difficult to steer. Clearly this bus was on its last 
leg, she thought, as she looked out over the city. Some of its vastness was 
progressive, modern life existed, while other areas were not as well kept. 
They showed the deterioration of the times. 

Having traveled from the airport to the hotel that morning by van, 
a bus had picked them up at the hotel. The little bus didn’t make stops 
along the way. It sped down the street in a clack-clack motion as if keeping 
rhythm. 

The bus was full of young adults. There was a group of them, mostly 
college students. Twenty-five individuals were included in the tour. Some 
were undergraduate level, while others were graduate level. One man stood 
out as being older than the rest of the group. He was the group leader. 
Crystal assumed he was either a teacher or a professor. The man looked 
to be in his early to mid-thirties, medium tall in height, and dark blonde 
_ hair. He had the bluest eyes, but also kind of sad-looking. He had a rugged 
handsomeness with a muscular build. His face was good-looking with a 
body to match. 

It was the early part of June 2016. The Spring Semester was out the 
third week in May and Crystal had two weeks to plan for the trip. She 
spent the time packing and preparing for an extended summer away from 
home. She had applied for a Visa three months before, with it arriving just 
a few weeks before her departure. 

Excitement overcame Crystal. This was like a fantasy out of a storybook. 
She was in one of the world’s most unique and historical places, yet sort of 
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exotic in a way. She was a long way from home and very intrigued. Crystal 
was in Cairo, Egypt. Considered “modern” Cairo, it is the capital and 
largest city of Egypt. Cairo is located in northern Egypt, known as Lower 
Egypt. The city is along the Nile River, south of the point where the river 
its valley and branches into the Nile Delta region. 

This was the first time Crystal had seen the Nile River. The group had 
arrived by plane at the airport earlier that morning. It was a 12-hour direct 
flight from New York City. Then at least an hour’s wait in customs. The 
overnight flight was bumpy with a storm hitting in the middle of flight. 
It made Crystal nervous as she remembered the long flight from London 
over to Baltimore as a little girl, but not this long a trip. Before that, she 
had a very short flight from Baltimore to New York City earlier that day. 
Then she had a layover in New York City before the long flight. Her mother 
drove her to the Baltimore airport earlier that morning. It was tears as 
Crystal said her final goodbye to her mother before boarding the plane. 
She would miss her mother and miss home. This would be the first time 
she was away since she moved to the United States. 

The group’s luggage and belongings were gathered and transported by 
van to the hotel when they arrived in Cairo. The group then ate lunch just 
before noontime as they got to the hotel. That would have to last Crystal 
several hours until dinnertime. 

The group was headed to tour the Cairo Museum. There were actually 
two small buses picking up students at the hotel that were interested in 
seeing the museum. Although attendance wasn’t required for the museum, 
the professor stated that it would be of interest for all students to attend. 

After lunch, Crystal had boarded the first bus, along with the group 
leader. The front bus started to move out slowly from the hotel driveway. 
The back bus began to follow the first bus. Both buses traveled onto the 
street to go toward the museum. The Museum of Cairo or also called the 
Egyptian Museum is located downtown in Cairo. It has over 120,000 
items, with a representative amount on display. The rest are in storerooms. 
Built in 1835, the Egyptian government established the museum near the 
Ezbekeyah Garden and later moved to the Cairo Citadel.” 

The 15-minute ride to the museum seemed like a breeze-to Crystal 
compared to the ride from the airport earlier today. As the students 
disembarked the bus, Crystal headed towards the front door. There are 
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two main floors in the museum, the ground floor and the first floor. On 
the ground floor there is an extensive collection of papyrus and coins used 
in the ancient world. There are also artifacts from the New Kingdom, the 
time period between 1550 and 1069 BC. These artifacts are generally larger 
than items created in earlier centuries. These items include statues, tables 
and coffins (sarcophagi). 

On the first floor there are artifacts from the final two dynasties of 
Egypt, including items from the tombs of the Pharaohs Thutmosis III, 
Thutmosis IV, Amenophis II, Hatshepsut and the courtier Maiherori, as 
well as many artifacts from the Valley of the Kings. This is particularly 
true of the material from the intact tombs of Tutankhamun and Psusennes 
1. Two special rooms contain a number of mummies of kings and other 
royal family members of the New Kingdom.’ 

The students would first be guided through the museum by an English 
interpreter and then allowed to explore the museum independently for 
over an hour. This included the mummies on display also. All afternoon, 
Crystal noticed that another student followed her around on both floors. 
He was a male, looked to be in his early to mid-twenties, dark hair and 
light eyes. He was cute, Crystal thought. 

The tour would wrap up in a couple of hours. Later that afternoon, the 
students were to report to the ground floor’s entrance. The professor joined 
the students to load back on the bus to take them back to the hotel. There 
would be a social event this evening, then dinner shortly afterwards. The 
social event would be held in the lobby of the hotel. 

Crystal was a pretty girl with long blonde hair, fair skin and blue eyes. 
She was medium tall with a slender figure. She looked like her mother, 
except her mother was a little more petite. Her mother was slightly shorter 
~ too with darker hair. Her father had dark blonde hair and dark eyes. He 
was medium tall with a muscular build. She did not resemble her father 
very much. She had no idea what her half-sister looked like. 

Crystal was assigned a roommate. Another girl, Angie, who had 
graduated last winter from college, was now in her Master’s program of 
study. Crystal met her recently before the plane flight from New York City. 
Angie was the only person Crystal knew on the tour. 

Crystal came to Cairo this summer for an expedition of the old ruins 
and pyramids around Cairo. Egyptian History was her favorite subject in 


XV 


Anne R. Murray 


school and college. She had planned this for several months. Her interest 
in ancient ruins and fossils made this a very interesting adventure for her. 
As alittle girl, how she loved going to the museum to look at ancient fossils 
on exhibit. 

Crystal wasn’t certain she would make this expedition. She was going 
to be a junior in college in the fall. Normally, expeditions were open to 
post-graduates. Through an intern program, she was able to enroll in the 
ten-week course that June. She had planned to major in Geology in her 
upper courses. She attended the University of Maryland in College Park, 
about 32 miles south of Baltimore, where she lives with her mother. The 
university was only a few miles from Washington, D.C.‘ 

Crystal had to borrow about $5K from her mother to pay for the trip 
this summer. That only included the airfare and meals alone. The rest was 
included in her student loan for tuition, books and supplies. Her father did 
not always financially support Crystal. Since she was going to college, her 
father still had financial responsibility until she was twenty-one. He paid 
child support until she turned eighteen. Now, he was not as prompt with 
his payments since she was an adult. 

Crystal’s mother did the best she could. Crystal made good enough 
grades to get partial aid from the government, yet her mother paid most 
of her tuition costs in college. Crystal loved her mother and didn’t argue 
with her, even about her boyfriend living with them. Jt was time for them 
to make a commitment or go their separate ways, she thought. 

She really had no serious problems with Ralph, but didn’t find him too 
friendly either. He was nice-looking and muscularly built, like her father. 
She couldn’t get herself to say much to him, other than an occasional 
“hello” or “good morning.” She didn’t really like him that much, but her 
mother seemed happy with him. Her mother started dating him over five 
years ago. After six months, he moved in with them. Ralph was jobless 
then and Crystal felt he was using her mother as financial support. Within 
a few months, he got a job as a labored electrician, working in apartment 
buildings. He seemed to be employed, at least part-time now. 

Crystal didn’t know much about Ralph’s history. He divorced in his 
late twenties and had two sons by a previous marriage. Ralph was 38 years 
old, five years younger than her mother. They looked around the same age 
though. Her mother was very beautiful, attractive in face and body. She 
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dated a few men before meeting Ralph on a blind date. She complained 
that they were either too intellectual or not stable enough. While still in 
England, she dated a couple of men after her divorce, but nothing serious. 

There was one boyfriend, Jonathan, back in England her mother 
almost married before she met her father. He was a year older than her 
mother and in his second year of college. His parents thought he was too 
young to marry at the time of their courtship. 

He was handsome, tall and slender, a lover's dream come true. They 
were young lovers in love. Her mother told stories of meeting him that 
particular year. Her mother would get away from work, while Jonathan left 
the college campus to meet in intimate places to be alone together. After a 
while, his parents found out about the intimate encounters and threatened 
to withdraw him from college then. Jonathan eventually stopped seeing 
Gloria that year. She met Crystal’s father soon afterwards and married 
him within the year. Thomas was three years older than Gloria. He was 
good-looking and kind to her mother. Crystal was conceived that second 
year of marriage and born after their second-year wedding anniversary. 

Crystal would be turning twenty years old this summer. Crystal was 
born in Southampton, England on August 12, 1996. Her life had twists 
and turns. She was the only child her parents had together. Her mother and 
father separated when she was only six years old. Crystal and her mother 
lived with Crystal’s grandparents then. The following year, her mother filed 
a petition to dissolve the marriage, when Crystal was seven. Her father had 
been unfaithful to her mother for several years. He had a list of girlfriends 
and mistresses that she didn’t know how her mother stayed sane. 

But sane she did. It took six months for the divorce to finalize due 
to having a minor child. After the divorce was finalized, her mother and 
~ Crystal moved to the United States. Crystal was around eight by then. 
Crystal’s mother did not remarry over the years, but had a boyfriend. 
Although serious about each other, they hadn't planned to marry. The 
stress of the divorce was a sore spot with her mother. Crystal could tell. 
Crystal did not discuss much of the events with her mother. She felt her 
mother was very much hurt from the divorce. Gloria had been betrayed in 
her marriage. Her mother was still hanging onto the past and the divorce. 
Crystal wished her mother could release that hurt and anger, once and for 
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all. It was anger against her ex-husband, against men in general and against 
the bad circumstances in her life. Shattered dreams, Crystal called them. 

Before her parents married twenty-three years ago, her mother worked 
as a fashion designer in London. Her mother had a unique talent for clothes 
design. It paid well and her mother needed the income to support herself 
and Crystal. 

Once in the United States, they settled in Baltimore, Maryland, where 
Crystal attended school. The children made fun of her British accent. At 
times she came home crying that the kids at school were bullying her. Her 
mother would complain to the principal every time. The bullying grew a 
little less in high school. Still, Crystal had a distinct British accent from 
her upbringing. 

Crystal’s father remarried once her parents divorced. Crystal has a 
half-sister somewhere in England that she hasn’t ever met to this day. 
Crystal only knew that her sister’s name was Evelyn and not much more 
information. She heard stories from her mother that the girl was eight 
years younger than her. Crystal wanted to meet her, but her father had 
rarely visited her in the United States. He worked as a salesman at an 
international tea company. He had business trips and had stayed over to 
meet Crystal for dinner. The last time she saw her father was over three 
years ago. His second wife didn’t come with him, nor did her sister. 

Crystal applied for American citizenship when she turned eighteen 
years old. Since she entered the country as a child, she waited to apply 
at adulthood. Her mother had a permanent Visa and never applied for 
citizenship. Since it had been nearly twelve years, she knew her mother 
wouldn’t leave the United States. After all, she had met someone over five 
years ago that she loved. 

Crystal grew up without many friends in elementary school. A lady 
would babysit Crystal after school when she was younger. By the time 
she reached high school, she had made a few friends, but spent time after 
school by herself. Her mother always worked and traveled on her job when 
Crystal was a little older. 

Crystal dated little since high school. She did not have a serious 
boyfriend nor did she date one boy for a long period of time: Her past 
remembrance of her adolescence was feeling the bitterness in dating boys 
from her mother. Crystal knew her mother was in a negative state of 
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mind. Still, Crystal trusted everyone, both boys and girls. She didn’t have 
a reason not to. 

Crystal was a smart girl, like her mother. Although she had no real 
interest in clothes design or fashion, she had a natural talent for exploring, 
researching and discovery. How as a child, she often dreamed of going to 
Egypt. This was a dream come true for her. Crystal dreamed of the day 
she would visit the pyramids. The sandy dunes engulfing the tombs were 
something out of a movie. She remembered watching Mummy ITI in the 
theatre several summers ago. It reminded her of the adventures from the 
movie, except the leading lady was missing. How she dreamed of having 
a handsome and bold leading man in her life. That would have to wait a 
while as she had things to do. Crystal had plans for the future. After she 
graduated from college, she wanted to continue on to graduate college to 
study Paleontology. 

For now, Crystal would be peaceful and enjoy life. She had the rest 
of her life to change her destiny. Destiny, she thought, is just an image we 
see of ourselves. What of destiny? Could she actually change her life? She 
would sure try if she could. For now she just wanted to be free — free of 
responsibility and free of commitment. This is the place where she needed 
to be. Crystal felt it in her heart and soul. 
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Later that afternoon... 

After the tour, the students reported to the ground floor’s entrance. 
The professor joined the students to load back on the bus. Crystal would 
have loved to have stayed longer and seen everything in the museum. It 
would have taken several hours to have seen all the exhibits and displays. 
How fascinating, she thought. She hoped to come back and visit on her 
own soon. 

The 15-minute ride to the hotel seemed to take forever to Crystal. 
Crystal looked at her watch. It was almost 4:00 p.m. when they turned into 
the hotel’s driveway. Once there, the group disembarked the bus. Crystal 
wanted to find a post office to mail a letter that day. She doubted her cell 
phone would reach her mother in Baltimore, plus the minutes would be 
very expensive. 

Once back in her hotel room, Crystal wrote her mother a short letter, 
telling her that she arrived safely this morning. She described the museum 
and how excited she was to be in Cairo. She was fascinated with the sights 
and thrilled to start the expedition tomorrow. She finished the letter and 
_ took it to the front desk. Crystal inquired about mailing the letter. The 
hotel could mail it out tomorrow morning, but needed postage. She could 
get postage at the post office downtown. It was several blocks away though. 
Why didn’t she inquire about it when she was downtown earlier? Crystal 
then inquired about a Western Union office. She would be wiring her 
mother periodically for money. The hotel clerk said there was an office a 
block away from the hotel on the corner. 

Crystal walked a block down to the Western Union office. Interestingly 
enough, the office did have air postage for her letter to the United States. 
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She paid for postage and sent the letter. It would go out in the evening 
mail, the worker said. It took about 10 business days to deliver. 

Crystal walked back to the hotel. She made her way to the elevator and 
went upstairs. She wanted to take a warm bath and rest before dressing 
for dinner. Having little time earlier today, she had planned to unpack 
some before dinner. Given the time, she may have to unpack the rest of 
her clothes after dinner. There were only a couple of hours before the social 
this evening. 

It wasn’t a very large hotel, but spacious enough for large groups. There 
were 120 rooms in all and three floors. Crystal and Angie’s room was “301,” 
located on the third floor, nearest the elevator. It was a standard room, two 
double beds with ample closet space for hanging clothes. The closet was 
located at the door entrance. There was also a television and telephone 
inside the room. Outside the room was a small balcony overlooking the 
wading pool, which was located on the ground floor. There were two chairs 
and a small table outside on the balcony. 

Crystal unpacked her clothes to wear tonight. She unpacked the 
bottled water she brought, but didn’t have anyway to cool it. There wasn’t 
a small refrigerator inside the room. She got a bucket of ice at the vending 
machine and set the bottled water in it to keep it cool. There wasn’t a 
microwave or a coffeemaker either. All the comforts of home and what 
she took for granted. 

Crystal wanted to run her bathwater before her roommate got into the 
room. Angie and a few other students were downstairs taking pictures of 
the hotel. Crystal got out a jar of scented jasmine bath crystals, pouring 
some into a bathtub of warm water. It smelled wonderful and felt so good 
to soak. Crystal stayed in the bathtub several minutes. While soaking, she 
heard the door close. She guessed it to be her roommate. She heard another 
voice, but it was a masculine voice. 

Crystal grabbed a towel in the bathroom. She didn’t have any clothes 
on, just the bath towel wrapped around her. After a few minutes, she heard 
the voices leave the room. She hurried into the room to find her house 
robe. She changed into her robe in case Angie and the other student came 
back into the room. ‘ 

Within minutes, Angie appeared back into the room alone. “I wondered 
where you were,” Angie said. 
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“I was taking a bath,” Crystal replied. “I didn’t have a stitch on.” 

“T see,” Angie giggled. “Another student and I have been touring the 
hotel. Not much to see - just a lobby and a restaurant with a bar alongside,” 
she answered. 

“I thought I heard a masculine voice in here,” stated Crystal. 

“Yes, that was Phil, another student I met yesterday at the airport 
before the flight,” Angie replied. 

“Oh, I wanted to get cooled off. It felt relaxing and so good,” Crystal 
replied. 

“Sounds smart. I think I will take one next,” Angie said. 

“What are you going to wear tonight?” Crystal asked. 

“Probably a short skirt and a sexy shirt. I don’t have that many nice 
clothes with me,” replied Angie. 

“I don’t either. I will just have to make do with what I have,” Crystal 
said. 

“That is cute. That black outfit,” Angie stated. She pointed to a black 
pantsuit Crystal had hung up in the closet earlier. It was made of thin lace 
on top with ruffles and matching polyester pants. There was a golden belt 
to fasten around her tiny waist. It was a pantsuit designed by her mother. 
It flattered Crystal’s slim body. 

“That was designed by my mother. She is a clothes designer,” Crystal 


said. 

“Really, she does a good job,” Angie replied. 

“That is more for a formal dinner, but it will do, I guess,” Crystal 
replied. 


Within the hour, Crystal was dressed. She had put on her makeup and 
was curling her hair. While Angie was taking a bath, Crystal hung some of 
~ her clothes up in the closet. The rest she would have to unpack after dinner. 

Angie got out of the bathtub and started dressing for dinner too. She 
wore a dark skirt with a sheer dark top. The back was low and showed off 
her beautiful tan. Angie was a very attractive girl with long brown hair and 
brown eyes. She was medium tall with a medium build. 

Crystal’s mother always dressed Crystal in beautiful clothes, even when 
she was a little girl. Being a fashion designer, Gloria had fashionable taste 
with beautiful dresses and ruffles. Crystal preferred pants and pantsuits, 
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but wore the clothes her mother designed to please her. Many times, the 
clothes were made by her mother too. 

The social was scheduled at 7:00 p.m. and dinner at 7:30 p.m. Both 
girls looked lovely this evening. Crystal decided to wait on Angie to finish 
dressing. Angie commented to Crystal that she liked being politically “on 
time.” This meant she liked being a few minutes late to make an entrance 
to any event. Angie put on her foundation and styled her hair. Both girls 
descended the elevator to the bottom floor. There, in the lobby, a crowd of 
students had already gathered. This would be the time to meet the other 
students. There was a choice of Egyptian tea or coffee and a tray of Konafa, 
an Egyptian dessert made of thin pastry strands, nuts, and syrup.’ Crystal 
poured herself a glass of herbal tea. She ate one of the Konafa treats. Angie 
was busy talking to another student she had met today. 

The professor came down to the lobby about five minutes later. He was 
followed by two other students, Crystal recognized as graduate students. 
The professor had encouraged students to introduce themselves to others 
that they haven’t met before. Pretty soon, the lobby was covered with 
students. 

Crystal was a little shy about meeting others, but she was persuaded 
when Angie came over with another student. Crystal recognized him as the 
student following her around at the museum earlier this afternoon. “Crystal, 
this is Dan. He is in the graduate program at New York University.” 

“Wow, NYU. I didn’t realize that we had so many students representing 
several colleges,” replied Crystal. 

“Yes, I think the program said six different universities and colleges 
are represented on the Eastern coast,” Angie said. 

“But we don’t have that many students for that,” Crystal replied. 

“I believe only four or five students are represented from each college 
or university,’ Dan replied. This made Crystal feel extraordinary that she 
was selected to go on this expedition. 

Crystal realized reading the program that this was a prerequisite course 
for graduate courses in Ancient History. The course was required of post- 
graduates obtaining a Master’s degree in Archeology and Ancient History. 
Crystal elected to take the course early, as some other undergraduates did 
this summer. 
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Crystal was tired of standing as Angie continued to mingle with other 
students. Angie was the social butterfly of the two young women. Crystal 
finished her glass of tea. The Konafa tasted good, but she decided to wait 
on dinner. She didn’t want to spoil her appetite. She sat down on the sofa 
in the lobby, while several students strolled by her. Dan came up to her 
while she was sitting. “Tired or just bored?” he asked. 

“T'm afraid a little of both. I think the long trip from New York and 
the museum wore me out. I just thought I would sit this one out,” replied 
Crystal. 

“You are denying yourself meeting others,” Dan replied. 

“I know, but I’m not much of a social person,” Crystal said. 

“Tm not much either,” Dan replied. 

Dan and Crystal talked about their adventures and how exciting to be 
in Egypt. Crystal said she wanted to go back to the museum and explore 
some more. 

“Maybe this coming weekend you can. I know they have buses leave 
from here to downtown Cairo. Also you can catch the metro,” Dan said. 

“Really, I would love that,” Crystal replied. “What about this metro 
I hear?” 

“I think you have to catch that downtown, but look into it,” Dan 
replied. 

Crystal and Dan talked some more until the professor motioned to the 
students that dinner would be served soon. The students were led into the 
dining room. There were several tables, with four chairs around each table. 
A name tag was placed on the table at each chair. Crystal found her name 
tag on one of the back tables. A dinner menu was placed on each table. 
Crystal looked at the menu and found the Egyptian names and description 

‘in English of the appetizers, entrée and dessert. Interesting enough, the 
Egyptian cuisine makes heavy use of legumes, vegetables and fruits since 
the Nile valley and delta produce high quantities of these. 

Tahini, a sesame paste dip or spread served with pita bread and white 
(feta) cheese and tomato salad with olive oil and garlic, would be served 
before the course. There was a choice of Samak mashwi (grilled fish) or 
Samak makli (fried fish) for the main course with Torly, baked vegetables 
and tomato sauce. Crystal decided on the grilled fish. For dessert, Basbousa, 
a spicy dish made from semolina and soaked in a sugar syrup, was served. 
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It was topped with almonds and cut into a diamond shape. Crystal ordered 
Koshary (black) tea, popular in Lower (Northern) Egypt.° After tonight, 
meals would be the responsibility of the students. There just wasn’t enough 
money in the budget to feed each student every night. 

Several students sat around the table. Two girls and a guy she hadn't 
met yet. The students introduced themselves around the table. The two 
girls, Betty and Jean, each told a little about themselves. The guy, Charlie, 
went next. She discovered that Jean was an undergraduate student too. 
Betty and Charlie had both started the Master’s program this summer. 
Crystal then introduced herself and told the small group where she was 
from and studying. 

Crystal looked at her dinner when served. It was a different cuisine 
than what she was used to eating, but she was hungry tonight. She had a 
healthy appetite as she hadn’t eaten much since lunchtime. She snacked 
a little, but rarely in the daytime. At night, she usually ate an apple or 
another piece of fruit before bedtime. She glanced at her program. There 
would be three guest speakers tonight. 

After dinner, the group leader stood up and made several 

announcements. He said due to the full day, that the speakers would start a 
little early tonight. He must be a stickler on time, Crystal thought to herself. 
He introduced himself to the group as Professor Henry Smith. He was a 
History professor from the University of Maryland. Crystal had never seen 
him before at the university. She hoped to have some future classes with 
him. The professor introduced the guest speakers, mostly historians and 
experts in the field. 

The professor announced that the students would board a bus tomorrow 
morning at 8:30 a.m. and driven to the site being excavated. There would 
be no exceptions to the rule. If late, there would be no other transportation. 
He emphasized that participation from all students was required. Crystal 
listened as she knew that the rules were strictly enforced. She knew that 
the course would be challenging and difficult. Still, it was an exceptional 
course and a unique opportunity to learn Archeology and Ancient History. 

As the guest speakers spoke that night, the first man reminded Crystal 
of Indiana Jones, bravely seeking the Ark, crystal skulls or various treasures. 
He was a History professor from the University of New York. The next 
speaker talked about his adventures in Central Australia, the bush “down 


Shattered Dreams 


under” with the aborigines. He wrote several books and articles on the 
subject. 

Crystal was getting tired as she slept little last night on the plane. She 
rarely took plane trips, especially to far away places like Cairo. Crystal 
looked at her watch. An hour had nearly passed since dinner. There was 
only one guest speaker left to speak. The speech was going in and out of 
Crystal’s ears. She was not only tired, she was sleepy. Crystal had felt more 
fatigued tonight for some reason. 

The last speaker got up to speak. He talked about his adventures in 
Europe as well as Africa and Asia. He was interesting, but Crystal found it 
hard to stay awake. Finally, he stopped talking and sat down. The professor 
stood up and concluded the program. He said to get a good night’s sleep 
tonight. Tomorrow would be the start of a new and great adventure. He 
then dismissed the program. 

Crystal looked at her watch again. It was approaching 9:30 p.m. 
already. She wanted to get upstairs to unpack the rest of her clothes. Angie 
came over and asked Crystal if she wanted to join her and some friends. 

“Thanks, but I think I will take a rain check, please. I need to unpack 
some clothes still,” Crystal said. 

“I do too, but I will wait until tomorrow. Sure you won't change your 
mind?” Angie asked. 

“We have to get up early in the morning, Angie,” Crystal replied. 

“I know, but what good to come to a foreign country and not have a 
little fun,” Angie replied. 

“Remember I can’t drink legally. ’'m under age,” Crystal said. 

“That is right. I keep forgetting. You can have a drink without alcohol,” 
said Angie. She was persistent and wouldn’t take ‘no’ for an answer. 

“Okay, Angie, but only for a little while,” Crystal replied. 

Angie and Crystal went across the street to a bar called Joe’. It had a 
small dancing area on the side. Crystal joined Angie and two of her friends 
on the barstools. Angie introduced them as Patrick and Karl. Angie said 
she knew Karl from her hometown of Phoenix. They grew up together. 
Both of the males were students and looked around Angie’s age. Crystal 
drank Tamr Hindi, a sour, chilled drink made from Tamarind during 
the summer as the others drank a glass of wine. It literally means “Indian 
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Dates,” a local term for tamarind.’ Angie put some money in the old music 
box. It played some songs that Crystal guessed to be Angie’s favorites. 

Angie and her friends talked about today’s events and what the plans 
might be. None of the students knew what would happen, but felt it would 
be doable for the credit. After a half-hour, Crystal was exhausted. She 
could hardly keep her eyes opened and focused. Already pooped out from 
the long day, she needed to get back to the hotel room. She thought she 
would never get to completely unpack everything. 

Crystal finally had to excuse herself. It was 10:00 p.m. and she wanted 
to go back to the hotel. 

“But the night is young yet,” Angie said. 

“I know, but it has been a long day already. I still have some unpacking 
to do,” replied Crystal. 

“Can you manage by yourself?” asked Angie. 

“I guess so,” replied Crystal. This meant that Angie wasn’t walking 
back with her. “Is it safe to walk alone across the street?” 

“Yes, I did it earlier today,” replied Angie. 

Crystal stood up and started to walk out of the bar. This discouraged 
her that her roommate wouldn’t walk with her across the street at night. 
It wasn’t the night time that discouraged her as much as the fact that they 
were in a foreign country. It wasn’t safe for her. As she was leaving the bar, 
she overheard Angie remark to the other two students that she would never 
ask her again to join her. Crystal bit her upper lip then. 

Crystal made it across the street safely. She didn’t know how she did, 
but was grateful just the same. As she entered her room, Crystal felt even 
more fatigued. She figured it was all the travelling. She was too pooped to 
do much more unpacking. Hanging up a few items in the closet, she took 
out some fresh clothes for tomorrow, along with comfortable shoes. Crystal 
unpacked some of her lingerie and put them into the dresser drawer, 
along with her socks. In another drawer, she unpacked her nightgowns 
and pajamas. She and Angie hadn’t discussed which side they would take. 
Crystal decided to take the right side as her bed was on the right side of 
the room. She put some toiletries in the bathroom and her makeup kit on 
the dresser by the mirror. : 

Crystal washed off the makeup on her face and brushed her teeth. 
Crystal changed out of her clothes and put on a nightgown. She hung up 
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the pantsuit she wore tonight. It was probably one of the nicest clothes she 
brought to wear. 

Crystal set the alarm clock for 6:30 a.m. She wanted to sleep in but 
knew she had to get up early tomorrow morning. It was nearly 11:00 
p-m. by then. Angie hadn't come in yet, but she didn’t care. She was too 
exhausted tonight to worry about it. Crystal got into bed and turned off the 
nightlight. Within minutes, Crystal closed her eyes, and was fast asleep. 

Something startled Crystal and she opened her eyes. It was dark in the 
room, but she tried to orientate her eyes. She looked at the alarm clock. It 
read, “12:30 a.m.” She noticed that Angie was still not in the room. After 
a few minutes, Crystal heard the lock on the door open. 

In stepped Angie, but she couldn’t see anything in pitch dark. She 
turned on the light at the door entrance. 

“Sorry, I couldn’t see anything,” Angie said. “I will turn it out when 
I get my gown.” 

Crystal was waking up now from her sleep. She looked up at Angie. 
“Angie, I was wondering if you were okay,” Crystal said. 

“Why? I was just across the street. You should have stayed out longer. 
A couple of cute boys came in afterwards,” Angie said. 

“T just wanted to get to bed early tonight,” Crystal said. “By the way, I 
unpacked some stuff on the right side of the dresser. I hope that was okay 
with you.” 

“It is fine,” replied Angie. “I need to get to bed too. Morning will be 
here before you know it,” Angie replied. Angie took a nightgown out of her 
suitcase and went to the bathroom. She got out of her clothes and changed 
into her nightgown. She came out of the bathroom then and turned off 
the light at the door entrance. She turned on the lamp on the nightstand. 

“Did you set the alarm?” Angie asked. 

“Yes, it is set for 6:30 a.m.,” Crystal said. 

“Whew, that’s early. I will probably sleep 30 minutes more. Can you 
wake me?” asked Angie. 

“Sure, I figured since breakfast is on us, I will probably eat in the 
restaurant in the morning,” Crystal said. 

“T will probably wait until lunchtime. I hardly ever eat breakfast 
anyway, Angie said. She then turned off the lamp. 
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“Okay, it’s up to you. It will be another long day tomorrow like today. 
Good night, Angie,” Crystal said. 

“Good night, Crystal,” Angie answered. 

Both young women were fast asleep. Neither one made a sound until 
the following morning. 
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The next morning... 

Crystal opened her eyes at the sound of the alarm going off. Morning 
was already here. It felt like she had just gone to bed. She opened her eyes 
and looked at the clock on the nightstand - exactly 6:30 a.m., the time she 
set it last night. She wondered if it would be worth it to take a bath this 
morning. Whatever she did, she needed to do it before Angie woke up. 

Crystal entered the bathroom and washed off before dressing. She 
dressed into the clothes she laid out last night. While dressing, she thought 
she heard her roommate yawn. She opened the bathroom door to find her 
roommate still sleeping on her side. She hurried to finish her makeup, then 
brushing her hair back into a pigtail. Crystal put light socks and tennis 
shoes on. Crystal then woke up Angie. 

“What time is it?” Angie asked. 

“It is 7:00 o'clock, the time you wanted me to wake you up,” Crystal 
answered. 

“Okay,” answered a sleepy Angie. She sat up in bed. 

“I'm going downstairs for coffee and to find something to eat for 

breakfast. Want to join me?” Crystal asked. 

“I want to take a quick bath. I hardly ever eat breakfast this early,” 
Angie responded. 

“Okay, I just washed off. I want to get downstairs and eat before 
others,” Crystal replied. 

“T will see you downstairs a little later,” Angie said, standing up. She 
headed for the bathroom. 

Crystal finished preparing her knapsack for the expedition that 
morning. This was a perfect time for Crystal to go downstairs for breakfast. 
She was headed for the restaurant in the lobby. She took her room key to 
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charge her meal on the card. As she entered the hallway, she noticed some 
students already up. They were going downstairs too. 

The elevator was partially full as she went down to the lobby. Crystal 
was excited this morning. As she stood in the elevator, she could barely 
hold her excitement. This was the first day of the rest of her life. 

As she got off the elevator, she walked into the lobby toward the 
restaurant. It smelled so good, as the air was filled with sweet aromas of 
the breakfast courses served. As Crystal entered the restaurant, the hostess 
seated her at one of the tables. Crystal was looking over the menu, when she 
felt a tap on her shoulder. She looked behind her and realized that it was 
Dan. He had a cup of coffee in his hand and looked rested this morning. 

“Good morning, young lady, how did you sleep last night?” he asked. 

“Heavenly,” she said. “I only woke up once last night when my 
roommate came back into the room.” 

“I thought you went out with her last night to the bar across the street,” 
Dan replied. 

“I did for a while. I was so tired and needed to get back to finish 
unpacking that I left early,” she answered. 

“You mean she sent you alone back to the hotel?” Dan asked. 

“Yes, I had to as she wasn’t ready to go yet,” Crystal replied. 

“That is dangerous, Crystal,” Dan said. 

“I knew it and said so. She insisted that it would be safe for me,” 
Crystal said. 

“Umm...next time, please ask someone to walk with you at night, even 
just across the street. You were fortunate you were unharmed,” he replied. 
“If I had known that, I would have walked with you back to the hotel.” 

“Have you eaten yet?” asked Crystal. 

“Yes, I just ate. It’s good, but is way too much food to eat,” he said. 

“Really, what do they serve?” she asked. 

“Full meals with lots of butter,” he said, rubbing his bloated stomach. 

Just then, the waiter came by the table. Crystal ordered the Luqmat 
al-Qadi, which literally translates to “The Judge’s Bite.” They are small, 
round donuts which are crunchy on the outside and soft and syrupy on 
the inside. They are served with dusted cinnamon and powdered sugar.® 
She ordered coffee to drink. 


“Want to join me?” she asked. 
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“Well, for a few minutes. I want to get back upstairs. My roommate 
went out with your roommate last night. I need to make sure he is up 
now, Dan replied. 

“No problem. I should be finished soon,” Crystal replied. 

“Take your time. No reason to hurry eating. We have a long day,” 
Dan responded. 

“We sure do,” she replied, with a sigh. 

“You sound unsure you like this,” he said. 

“No, that is not what I meant. I know it will be a long day, but that is 
okay,” Crystal replied. “Besides, I need to check on Angie too.” 

“Karl was up late too. I warned him not to be late this morning and 
that the professor meant it about the time,” Dan said. 

“Karl? That is your roommate’s name?” Crystal asked. 

“Yes, I knew him in Phoenix. He, Angie and I are from Phoenix,” he 
replied. 

“I told Angie not to be late either. Still, she insisted on going out last 
night,” she replied. 

“I discovered Angie is sort of a social butterfly. She is smart, but she 
likes people too,” he replied. 

“Oh,” Crystal said. By then, her food was delivered to her table. 
Crystal tried-to eat her meal as fast as she could. Dan was waiting patiently 
as she ate. 

Dan and Crystal talked about the tour today. The group would be 
visiting different sites this week. Within 15 minutes, Crystal finished her 
breakfast. 

“Okay, I’m ready,” she said. 

“Are you sure? I don’t want to rush you,” he replied. 

“Sure, let’s go,” she said, still holding the cup of coffee in her hand. 
She and Dan both walked towards the elevator. 

While waiting for the elevator, Dan spoke up. “I can meet you back 
down here at a quarter after eight o'clock. That will give us a few minutes 
before boarding the bus,” he said. 

“Okay, good idea. Anything I need to bring today?” she asked. 

“I would bring a notepad and a pen to take notes,” he said. Bring 
bottled water. They may be handing those out, but just in case. Bring 
something to snack on before lunch or dinner.” 
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“T have a knapsack that I am bringing. Thanks for the information,” 
she said. 

The elevator descended to the lobby and they both got on. Once off 
the third floor, Dan nodded as he walked past her room towards his room. 
Crystal unlocked the door. Angie was dressed and brushing her hair. 

“Good, you are ready to go. I wondered if you were going to make it 
this morning,” Crystal said. 

“Yes, I usually wake up and get ready pretty fast once up. Any coffee 
left downstairs?” Angie asked. 

“Loads and very good too. I came upstairs to get my knapsack for 
today,” Crystal said. 

“Why a knapsack?” asked Angie. 

“T’'ve packed some supplies. I have bottled water, a snack and need a 
notepad and a pen, according to Dan,” Crystal replied. 

“Dan isa flake, but thanks for the advice,” Angie replied. They usually 
have bottled water provided and I will be okay until lunch.” 

“What about the notepad and pen?” Crystal asked. 

“I can get away without it for now,” Angie said. 

“Okay, well, I have 15 minutes to be back downstairs again,” Crystal 
said. 

“Why in such a hurry?” asked Angie. 

“Because I’m meeting Dan at that time to board the bus,” replied 
Crystal. 

Angie seemed to frown at this. “I will see you downstairs. ’m going 
to get a cup of coffee before we leave,” Angie said. 

“Do you know the program for today?” Crystal asked. 

“No more than you do,” Angie replied. She started walking toward the 
door. “Do you have your room key?” 

“Yes, don’t you have yours?” Crystal asked. 

“I can’t find it this morning. Just need for you to let me in this 
afternoon, please,” Angie stated. 

“No problem,” Crystal replied. 

Angie went out of the room. Crystal thought Angie was acting sort of 
flaky this morning. Angie was actually a smart girl. Most of what Crystal 
knew about her is that Angie was twenty-two years old and from Phoenix, 
Arizona. She graduated from college last fall and midway in her Master’s 
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program already at the University of Maryland. Her father was a medical 
doctor and her mother, a medical secretary. 

Crystal looked at the unmade beds in the room. The maids would be 
in later to make up the beds and clean the room. One less thing to worry 
about, she thought. She quickly brushed her teeth at the bathroom sink. 
Crystal was proud of having pretty teeth and kept them sparkly clean. As 
she grabbed her knapsack, she made sure she had her hotel key with her. 
She carefully looked around the room and the unpacked suitcases. She 
would need to finish unpacking tonight. She had no other option as she 
needed fresh clothes for the rest of the week. 

The door locked automatically behind Crystal as she made her way to 
the elevator. Once down on the lobby floor, she saw a crowd of students 
already forming just inside the lobby. She then saw a big hand in the 
middle of the crowd of students. She recognized the figure as that of Dan. 
She walked towards him. 

“I was hoping you would get down here,” Dan said. 

“Why? I’m on time,” Crystal replied. 

“I know, but the bus is about to load now,” Dan replied. “I saw Angie 
and she said you were still in the room.” 

“Yes, I made sure she was ready,” Crystal replied. “What about your 
roommate?” 

“He was up and drinking a cup of coffee in the hotel room. We 
brought a small coffeemaker with us,” Dan replied. 

“That’s smart. Wish we had one too,” Crystal answered. Just then, the 
professor appeared at the front door of the hotel. He advised the students 
that another group would be joining them today. This was a group of 
graduate students interning in various places. There would be two buses 
’ going to the site this morning. He advised to try to stick together with a 
buddy. He said to stay close as a group today and to observe as much as 
possible on the first day of expedition. 

Just then, the first bus came into the hotel’s driveway. Dan motioned 
to Crystal to break through the crowd and move fast. He wanted a spot on 
the first bus. Sitting would be tight as both buses would be full. Dan and 
Crystal pushed toward the front as the first bus approached. It was an old 
school bus-type, with old windows and cracked paint. The bus was dusty 
on the outside. It looked as if it hadn’t been washed and cleaned in years. 
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The students waited for the bus to come to a complete stop. Just then, 
the doors opened. The first group of students rushed to get on the bus. For 
some reason, Crystal was having trouble with her legs this morning. They 
seemed to be cramping and she had difficulty walking. Climbing the three 
steps of the bus seemed to be a task for her. Finally, with effort, she made 
it into the bus, but she was out of breath. 

Students were waiting for others in front to hurriedly find a seat. 
Crystal and Dan found two empty seats midway down. Crystal sat near 
the window and Dan on the aisle. 

Crystal dreaded the long day. She thought about what would happen 
and what her role would be. For now, she just wanted to get oriented to her 
new surroundings. The students were scheduled to tour the pyramids today 
in Saqqara, northwest of Memphis. Saqqara was located 19 miles south of 
Cairo. The Pyramid of Djoser was constructed around 2630 B.C. to 2611 
B.C. during the 4" dynasty. It was considered to be the oldest monumental 
structure constructed of masonry.’ 

A second bus came in back. Suddenly, another group of people, Crystal 
had guessed to be the other students, walked toward the other bus. The 
professor got on the second bus with the other group. In a few minutes, 
the other bus was loaded too. The driver upfront motioned to the other 
driver in back that he was ready to move. 

It wasn’t a long trip mileage wise; however, it took over 30 minutes for 
their destination. The bus driver drove on the street for a while and then 
onto an old dirt road, just past the city. The road was sandy, with debris 
and tiny pebbles that hit the wheels as they drove on the road. With each 
twist in the road, Crystal could feel a bump. The roads weren’t exactly in 
great condition. Tension was mounting up as Crystal could feel her heart 
throb in anticipation. 

Crystal looked at her watch again. It was nearly nine o'clock. Surely, 
they were close now. How many sites do they have? The answer to that 
came very soon. Just then the buses stopped. The professor got out of the 
second bus and walked to the first bus in front. The bus driver started 
driving up the road again, this time going slower than before. The professor 
addressed the students. “Okay, we are nearing the site. There-are several 
excavation sites. It is believe that the number of pyramids in Egypt are 
anywhere from 118 to 138, mostly built during the Old and Middle 
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Kingdoms. We are coming upon the earliest known Egyptian pyramids. 
How many have been on an expedition before?” he asked. 

Half the students raised their hands. “Well, that is at least half of you. 
It is important to observe what is going on today. I advise you to take 
notes as they may be on the final exam. There will be diggers at the site,” 
the professor said. Professor Smith emphasized not to ask workers any 
questions as many did not speak English. He also said that it interfered 
with the excavations going on. 

The professor continued on talking. “You started an hour later this 
morning because of the dinner program last night. We will start at 8:00 
a.m. tomorrow and for each day you are here this summer. The bus will 
load up at 7:30 a.m. tomorrow morning. At noontime, we will take lunch. 
You have an hour to eat, take a break, socialize, or snooze for that hour,” 
the professor said. Some of the students giggled at this statement. 

“This will be the schedule for the rest of the course. I suggest each 
of you review your notes on your observations as well during lunchtime. 
Afterwards, we will regroup at 1:00 o'clock. Make sure you don’t stray from 
the group or site today. Stay close as your presence will be accounted for. 
Any questions?” the professor asked. 

“Where is lunch?” one of the students asked. 

“Lunch will be served at the café in the big tent upfront. Bottled water 
will be provided for you, but lunch is your responsibility,” the professor 
answered. 

“Ahhh...” some of the students said. 

Crystal held her breath as the bus made its way up the sandy road. Up 
ahead was a steep hill. It was over the hill that the professor advised was 
the site that they would be coming towards. She could see pyramids in the 
‘background at a distance. Up towards the sky, the pyramids rose high off 
the ground. Crystal wondered how long it took the ancient civilization to 
construct the great pyramids. She was about to find out. 
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Later that morning... 

Crystal grew more anxious as the bus was approaching a stopping 
place up the hill. She could see the great pyramids stand out as if touching 
the sky. While in the bus, the professor told the students that thousands 
of years ago, the ancient ruins were built to worship and honor the gods. 
Most Egyptian pyramids were built as tombs for the country’s pharaohs 
and their consorts during the Old and Middle Kingdom periods. Some of 
the tombs were forbidden to enter, but Crystal was curious to learn more 
about them. This was a chance of a lifetime; a time she could learn as much 
about Egyptian History as she had studied. 

Crystal looked anxiously down at her watch again. Where did time 
go? Crystal stepped off the bus. She was surrounded by a scene out of this 
world. Expeditions were going on in several places around the pyramids 
and before the tombs. Sandy dunes filled with more debris and sand filtered 
from the years of burial. The forgotten ancient city and land covered with 
buried treasures. 

The groups gathered outside the buses. This time, the professor spoke 
to both groups of students. He told the groups that today would be a 
vacation compared to the rest of the course. He instructed them to tour 
in small groups of fours. With the uneven number of students, one group 
would have an extra student. They would meet back up at the buses at 
4:30 p.m. that afternoon. From there, they would ride back to the hotel. 

Crystal and Dan found Angie and Phil as they disembarked the front 
bus. They asked them to join them. Dan, Angie, Crystal and Phil walked 
around the pyramids. Pictures were not allowed inside the pyramids or 
tombs. The four students took pictures outside the tombs. To the side, a 
group of workers were shoveling sand surrounding the tombs. Some areas 
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were blocked off from entrance so the four students toured around the 
central part of the pyramids. 

Crystal had heard stories about the curse of the pyramids. She 
wondered if the King Tut tombs were really cursed. People seem to die 
or have devastating events happen once they entered the tombs. Was this 
legend or just myth? Crystal explored the grounds outside the tombs with 
the other three students. It was a good idea not to be alone for fear of 
losing the way. 

By midmorning, Crystal was awfully thirsty. Her mouth was really dry 
and her eyes were tearing. She thought it was the excessive heat. It seemed so 
hot here. Hotter than what she expected. In June, the average temperature 
was about 95° Fahrenheit and the high was 115°. She remembered the 
bottle of water she had placed in her knapsack that morning. She had also 
brought an apple to nibble on if she got hungry. Stopping under the shade 
to retrieve the bottled water, she took a sip of cool water. She then felt a 
hand in back of her. She turned around quickly. It was the professor. 

“You were smart to bring something cool to drink. These pyramids get 
pretty hot in the summertime,” Professor Smith said. 

“Oh really. Is this your first trip here to Cairo?” Crystal asked. 

“My third summer, really. I bring my students here to study Ancient 
History,” he replied. 

“T love Ancient History and old ruins. Egyptian History is my favorite 
subject,” she replied. 

“You came to the right place,” the professor said. 

“T get really thirsty,” she replied. 

“That is fine. I was going to advise everyone to bring bottled water 
with them each day,” he answered. 

“I’m sorry, professor,” she said. 

“Nothing to be sorry for. Continue on. Just be back at the bus in time 
as we need to get back to the hotel,” he said. 

“I won't be late,” Crystal replied. 

“Good, see you then,” he replied. 

Crystal really liked the professor. He seemed like a really cool and 
friendly guy. 

Crystal spent the rest of the morning touring the grounds outside 
the pyramids. Although still tired from her trip, she managed to keep up 
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with the rest of the group. It would be important for Crystal to get a good 
night’s sleep tonight. Tomorrow would be another long day for her. 

“Hello, there. We wondered where you went,” a voice spoke behind 
her. It was Angie with Phil and Dan walking beside her. 

“Oh, I got thirsty and hot. I just stopped for a minute. Want to join 
me?” Crystal asked. 

“We will, but we are looking for the restrooms. Not one on that old 
bus we rode,” Angie answered. 

“There they are,” Crystal said, as she pointed off to side. “I may join 
you, Angie, if you don’t mind. Good idea as this water is running through 
me,” she replied. Crystal was concerned that maybe she was becoming 
diabetic as she had heard frequent urination was a symptom of diabetes. 
She hadn’t known anybody in the family with diabetes. Both her parents 
were very healthy with no medical complications or issues. 

Crystal followed Angie to the ladies’ restroom, while Phil and Dan 
went into the men’s. The restrooms turned out to be portable toilets, 
somewhat like small outhouses in the middle of the desert. Crystal felt 
lighter afterwards. It was getting to be noontime, and she was getting 
hungrier by the minute. She, Angie, Dan and Phil walked back to the 
café in the tent nearby. There were some students that had the same idea 
as them. They waited in line as students ordered lunch. Crystal ordered a 
Shawarma, a sandwich of shredded beef rolled in pita bread with Tahina 
sauce.'? As the professor advised, bottled water was offered to drink. Crystal 
reached in the ice chest for a cool bottle of water. 

After lunch, the students were allowed to enter the main tunnels in the 
pyramids. They were advised to not touch walls or carvings as excavations 
were going on inside the pyramids. No digital cameras or photographs 
were allowed either. Crystal saw the tombs the professor had mentioned 
last night during the dinner program. These were the tombs that were 
displayed in the museum in Cairo. Researching the fascinating history of 
the tombs generally would take hours to go through. The tombs she had 
waited so long to see and the primary reason she came to Cairo. 

This is where mummies were stored and the ancient world came alive 
at night. It is a place where kings and queens, as well as the royal family 
members, were buried in the ancient world. Seeing it up close was both 
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stimulating and exciting to Crystal. It was a lot different than looking 
through a magazine or a textbook. 

Crystal took a short break again that afternoon before the trip back to 
the hotel. The sun was extremely hot, making the temperature outside feel 
more like a boiling pot. Crystal didn’t bring any sunscreen and afraid she 
would sunburn on her arms. She wished she had worn shorts too. It was 
too hot for jeans. She tried to stay under the shade when she could and 
glad she wore her sunhat and sunglasses. 

At 4:30 p.m., she and the other three students walked back to the front 
bus. Students were already lined up to board the buses. The professor made 
sure all students were present as they filled the buses. Slowly, the buses 
drove down the sandy hill, away from the pyramids. Crystal got her last 
good look at them as they gradually disappeared from her view. She had 
gotten plenty of pictures on the outside of the pyramids with her digital 
camera and her smart phone. She even had taken pictures of the other 
students. These she would treasure and cherish for life. One odd thing she 
noticed though was that Angie was never smiling in the pictures she took. 

The ride back to the hotel went faster than this morning Crystal felt. 
As the bus pulled in the hotel driveway, she was glad she was back at 
the hotel. Crystal was anxious as the bus came to a complete stop. The 
last bump on the road jerked up almost out of her seat. She had noticed 
that Dan was quiet on the way back and didn’t talk very much to her on 
the bus. 

The students got off the bus and went into the hotel. Crystal wanted 
to lie down for a while before bathing. Her fatigue was lingering on this 
afternoon. She went up directly to the room. Angie followed her as she 
didn’t have a hotel room key. She had lost hers last night, either at the bar 

“or at the hotel itself. Who knows? 

Crystal unlocked the room and went inside. Angie followed her into 
the room. 

“Do you need my room key?” asked Crystal. She unzipped the pocket 
in her purse and retrieved her key to hand to Angie. Crystal usually kept 
cash in the pocket and put her purse in a secured place in the closet. 

“No, ’'m going to run downstairs and see if I can get a room key. I 
will see you later,” Angie said. 

“Do you want to join me for dinner later?” asked Crystal. 
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“Sorry, I have already made plans for dinner across the street, but may 
go out afterwards,” Angie replied. 

“Okay,” Crystal replied, as Angie walked out of the room. She had 
wondered why Angie wasn’t acting that friendly towards her. 

Crystal lay down for about 30 minutes. She got up and ran her 
bathwater. As she stepped into the bathtub, she soaked for several minutes. 
It felt good to get wet and to cool off from the very hot weather. She quickly 
dressed for dinner. She was still tired from today’s activities, but knew 
she needed to eat something. She went downstairs to the restaurant and 
ordered her meal. She ordered Macaroni béchamel, Gebna Rimi (cheese) 
with a mixture of penne macaroni and béchamel sauce, cooked spice meat 
and onions."! She ordered tea to drink. It was her favorite beverage. 

Just then, Dan appeared in the restaurant. He stopped by the hostess’ 
desk before he saw her sitting at a table. “There you are. I stopped by your 
room to see if you wanted to have dinner together,” he said. 

“T beat you to it. I was starting to get hungry this evening. Want to 
join me?” she asked. 

“I thought you would never ask,” he said. Dan took a seat across from 
her. A waiter came by the table. He ordered dinner and coffee to drink. 
Crystal thought it too hot this evening to order coffee. 

Crystal held up her glass of tea and toasted to Dan for a good expedition 
and friendship. She felt Dan was really quite cute, but he was not her type. 
She felt he was more of a friend, an older brother-type. 

Dan felt differently. He was secretly attracted to Crystal. He found her 
very pretty and charming. Despite her young age, he loved her maturity 
and sense of responsibility. He felt they had some common traits. He 
toasted back with his cup of coffee. Their entrees were served afterwards. 
They enjoyed their meals with little conversation between them. The 
dinner left no room for dessert though. 

After dinner, Dan and Crystal walked towards the lobby. They sat in 
two lounge chairs outside the restaurant. 

“Do you want to walk a little tonight to burn dinner off?” Crystal 
asked. 

“No, I will probably go upstairs in a little while and go to bed,” Dan 
answered. He seemed kind of boring to Crystal. 

“I wonder what we will be doing tomorrow,” Crystal stated. 
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“What do you mean?” Dan asked. 

“I mean in the course. Will we be excavating ourselves?” Crystal asked. 

“T think the professor plans that, but for now we are just observing,” 
Dan replied. 

“It is interesting. I have dreamed of this for a long time,” Crystal said. 

“Have you not been on an expedition before?” Dan asked. 

“T’ve never been anywhere, but my native country and the Baltimore 
area, answered Crystal. 

“Where were you born?” asked Dan. 

“I was born in Southampton, England. Some people say the United 
Kingdom or the U.K., but I prefer saying England,” replied Crystal 

“Really, I’ve been to London before. What part of England did you 
live?” Dan asked. 

“On the southwestern coast of England, about 75 miles south of 
London,” replied Crystal. 

“T noticed a little British accent. I thought you might have been from 
New England when I met you. I thought you were an American,” Dan 
stated. 

“I am an American citizen now. I came to the United States when I 
was eight years old. My mother didn’t get her citizenship, but I did when 
I turned eighteen,” Crystal replied. 

Dan kept yawning as they sat in the comfortable chairs in the lobby. 
Crystal saw that he was sleepy. He looked tired and she was tired too. 

“Well, Dan. I am having trouble staying awake too. I think we both 
need a good night’s sleep tonight. It has been a rough couple of days,” 
Crystal stated. 

“How so?” he asked. 

“The long trip and I’ve been really fatigued ever since I got here,” she 
answered. 

Dan looked at her and seemed relieved. He stood up from the chair 
as Crystal stood up. 

“Okay, I will follow you up. We will meet same time tomorrow 
morning?” Crystal asked. 

“Yep, Dan answered. 

They walked to the elevator. Just then, the elevator came down to the 
lobby. Suddenly, the door opened. Angie walked out. 


23 


Anne R. Murray 


“Angie!” exclaimed Crystal. “I thought you were eating dinner with 
friends tonight.” 

“I was, but decided to come back. I’m going across the street to get 
smashed,” Angie said. She looked like she had had a few drinks already. 

“Angie, we have to get up early in the morning and be there even earlier 
than today,” Crystal said. 

“I know, but screw it. I’m a big girl now,” Angie stated. 

Crystal looked at Dan, still with a bewildered look on his face. 

“You two young ladies have fun without me tonight,” Dan replied. He 
got into the elevator to go upstairs. Angie didn’t wait. She continued to 
walk towards the lobby and out the front door of the hotel. 

Crystal turned around to face Dan. “Wait, Dan, Pll join you,” Crystal 
said. 

Dan held the elevator door for her. Crystal got out her room key from 
her purse and stepped inside the elevator. “I thought you might be joining 
Angie and her friends tonight,” Crystal said. 

“No, I want to go to bed early tonight,” he said. 

“T do too, but I still have things to unpack tonight,” Crystal replied. 

“Well, I didn’t bring that many clothes and I figured I will be here long 
enough to unpack later,” Dan answered. 

“That’s right. We are here for ten weeks,” Crystal answered. 

“Yes, unfortunately,” Dan replied. “Aren’t you in the same program 
as Angie?” 

“No, I’m an undergraduate student,” Crystal replied. 

“Lucky you. No wonder you look so young,” he replied. 

Just then, the elevator stopped on the third floor. Both Crystal and 
Dan stepped out. They stood in the hallway. 

“Everybody says that. I don’t feel so young though,” replied Crystal. 

“How old are you or should I say how young?” asked Dan. 

“T will be twenty in August,” she replied. 

“A baby!” exclaimed Dan. “Well, it will get harder before it gets easier.” 

“Aren't you in a Master’s program?” asked Crystal. 

“Yes, I am finishing up my Master’s degree and already accepted into 
the doctoral program in the fall,” he replied. . 

“Wow, I wish I was that far along,” she replied. 
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“Don’t be too much in a hurry to grow up. Just enjoy it while you 
can,” he said. 

“May I ask you how old you are?” Crystal asked. 

“T’m twenty-three. I will be twenty-four next December,” he answered. 

“Still, you’re pretty young. Congratulations on completing your 
Master's program,” Crystal said. 

“Thank you,” Dan answered. By then, they walked to Crystal’s room. 
“Well, good night, Crystal, I will see you in the morning.” 

“Good night, Dan. See you in the morning,” Crystal answered. 

As she unlocked her door, Dan walked down the hall, whistling. He 
stopped in front of room “310” and unlocked his door. Crystal watched 
him disappear behind the door and close it. 

She unpacked the rest of her luggage and hung her clothes up in 
the closet. She then put on her nightgown and put out fresh clothes for 
tomorrow morning. She washed her face and brushed her teeth. She packed 
her knapsack for tomorrow. She set the alarm for 5:30 a.m. She had to be 
up an hour early in the morning. She then got into bed and fell asleep. 
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Later that night... 

Crystal awoke by a sound in the room. It was her roommate opening 
the door. Angie stumbled to her bed. She turned on the light on the 
nightstand. Crystal turned over on her side in the bed towards Angie’s bed. 

“Crystal, are you still awake?” asked Angie. 

“I am now. You woke me up,” replied Crystal. 

“Sorry, I will try not to be so noisy,” Angie replied. “I just want to get 
my nightgown on.” 

Angie went to the drawer and retrieved her gown. She went to the 
bathroom and put on her gown. 

Crystal looked at the clock on the nightstand. It was midnight. Within 
a few minutes, Angie came out of the bathroom. She looked kind of flush 
though. 

“Are you okay, Angie?” Crystal asked. 

“Yes, Crystal. Why do you ask?” Angie asked. 

“You look at little red in the face,” Crystal replied. 

Angie changed the subject quickly. “What time are you getting up 
tomorrow morning?” she asked. 

“Around 5:30 a.m. We have to be up an hour early,” replied Crystal. 

“Okay, wake me up 30 minutes later, please,” Angie said. 

“Okay, goodnight Angie,” Crystal said. She heard no response from 
Angie then. 

The morning came hard again. The alarm clock rang at 5:30 a.m. 
before Crystal knew it. She let Angie sleep a little longer. Angie would be 
getting up soon to take her bath. Crystal went into the bathroom and did 
her usual morning routine. She washed her face, brushed her teeth and 
quickly dressed. She was wearing something cool today. She had a pair of 
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khaki shorts and a sleeveless shirt. She brushed her hair, tying it back in 
a pigtail. She applied her foundation and eye makeup. She also packed a 
tube of sunscreen in her knapsack. She got a little sunburned yesterday, 
especially on her arms. 

At 6:00 a.m., she awoke Angie, still sleeping soundly. “Angie, I’m going 
downstairs for breakfast. It is time to wake up,” Crystal said. 

“Okay,” Angie said, drowsily. 

Crystal asked, “Do you have your own room key now?” 

“Yes, I got one yesterday at the front desk,” answered Angie. 

Crystal stepped out of the hotel room and went to the elevator. As 
she stepped off the elevator downstairs, she saw Dan walking towards the 
restaurant. “Dan, wait up. I’ll join you, if you don’t mind,” Crystal stated, 
loudly. 

Dan stopped and looked back. “Come on, little one, I would be 
delighted to have you join me,” he replied. 

The two walked toward the restaurant together. The hostess sat the two 
at a table. “I thought I would eat a full meal this morning,” Crystal said. 
She took a menu from the waiter. 

Crystal thought the Fatayer (pancakes with filo dough)” stuffed with 
fruit looked tempting for breakfast, although it is eaten as a dessert too. 
Dan ordered his breakfast with a big plate of eggs. Crystal thought that 
sure was a lot to eat for one person. He told Crystal that he would share 
his eggs with her. 

While waiting for their meals, Dan asked Crystal how she slept last 
night. 

“T slept fine. Only one time I awoke when Angie came in at midnight,” 
she answered. 

Just then, their meals arrived at the table. Nothing else was said 
between the two about last night. Crystal enjoyed her meal and the eggs 
she shared with Dan. He was considerate, she thought. 

Crystal went upstairs after she ate breakfast to check on Angie. Angie 
had been up a little while and had bathed that morning. She was finishing 
dressing when Crystal stepped into the room. “Already finished breakfast?” 
Angie asked. 

“Yes, it was really good too,” Crystal replied. “Aren’t you going to eat 
anything in the mornings?” 
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“Rarely, but I am going down for coffee in a few minutes,” Angie said. 
“We need to get a coffeemaker in the room.” 

“I thought they would have a small one in each room,” Crystal said. 

“I think they stopped doing it because people were stealing them,” 
Angie replied. “I will ask where we can get a small one today.” 

“Okay, that will be fine. I just wanted to make sure you were up and 
getting ready,” replied Crystal. 

“Almost done and it is all yours,” Angie responded. 

After a few minutes, Angie went downstairs for coffee. She told Crystal 
she would meet her downstairs as they embarked on the bus. 

It was already past seven o'clock by then. Crystal did her usual routine 
this morning. She put on some light lipstick to keep her lips moisturized, 
putting on her sunhat and sunglasses. Crystal walked towards the elevator 
to go downstairs, making sure the room was locked behind her beforehand. 

It was a little bit early as she stepped off the elevator. Crystal looked 
for Dan but figured he hadn’t come down yet. Some students were still 
eating in the restaurant. She decided to sit down in the lobby and wait 
for others. The bus would be here in five minutes. As she waited for Dan, 
she saw Angie approaching from the restaurant. That surprised her as she 
believed that Angie didn’t eat breakfast. 

“Hello, Crystal. I saw a friend in the restaurant. Are we ready to go 
yet?” Angie asked. 

“Not quite. The bus hasn't gotten here yet,” Crystal replied. 

“Well, ’'m gonna wait outside. See ya,” Angie stated. She walked off 
towards the front door. Crystal thought it strange she was being so distant 
with her now. 

Dan then appeared out of the elevator. “Hello, Crystal, ready to go 
already?” he asked. 

“T am but the bus isn’t here yet,” she replied. 

“Let’s walk outside and maybe it will come soon. It is that time 
anyway,’ he said. 

Crystal followed Dan outside. Within a few minutes, the bus arrived 
in front of the hotel. A second bus would not be coming today as the other 
group was going to another site today. Dan and Crystal got on the bus. 
They sat in back this time. Crystal liked to see out and could see more 
from the back window. Crystal saw Angie get on the bus with a friend 
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and sit upfront. She felt sort of sorry for Angie. Why was Angie acting so 
funny towards her now? 

The 40-minute ride to the site seemed like eternity to Crystal. The bus 
was taking them to a different excavation site this morning. They were 
headed for Dahshur, notably known for the Bent, Red (also known as 
North) and Black Pyramids. Located 10 km south of Saqqgara and 35 km 
south of Cairo, several large pyramids were seen there. They were older 
than the pyramids at Giza, built in the Old Kingdom “Pyramid Age” of 
the 4" Dynasty. The pharaoh Sneferu, founder of the 4°" Dynasty and 
father to Khufu, erected two complete pyramids and completed another 
pyramid for his predecessor Huni at Meidum.'? 

Crystal felt every bump in the road as the bus went up the steep hill. 
The site was just ahead. Crystal could see the outline of the pyramids 
getting closer - the mysterious pyramids that kept its deadly secrets. The 
bus driver did not stop the bus today as yesterday. When the bus arrived 
at the site, the students got off the bus. Professor Smith stepped off the bus 
first. He directed the students to listen as he spoke. He said the expedition 
was different today. The students would be meeting in groups of threes 
instead of fours. Mindful of the uneven number of students, one group 
would have an additional student. Crystal wondered who would join her 
and Dan. Before a minute passed, she found her answer. 

Angie approached Dan and Crystal. “Can I join you two today?” she 
asked. Before Crystal could speak, Dan spoke up, “Sure, the more the 
merrier.” Crystal wasn’t sure if this arrangement would work well or not, 
but she was about to find out. 

The three were assigned to one of the back sites. As Crystal got her 
notepad out to take some notes, Dan and Angie observed the diggers. The 
leader of the workers said they were digging carefully, as not to disturb 
the grounds. They were looking for ancient artifacts beneath the earth’s 
surface. Sometimes, they stuck to one site for several months, or even up 
to a year, if needed to. To Crystal, all it seemed like was a mixture of soil 
and sand. She was intrigued though, very intrigued. 

The rest of the morning was spent watching as diggers dug through 
the debris and earthly mounds. Midmorning, the three took their water 
break. Crystal went to the restroom first. As she was coming out, she didn’t 
see Angie or Dan anywhere nearby. She stopped in the shade and took 
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a sip of cool water from her bottled water. It tasted good as her mouth 
seemed unusually dry today. There was also sort of a metallic taste in her 
mouth. Unusual, as she had never had that before. Crystal decided to look 
at the notes she took this morning. By that time, she saw Dan and Angie 
approaching. They were both laughing and smiling. Angie headed toward 
the restroom, while Dan stopped to talk to Crystal. 

“Hello, Crystal,” he said. 

“Hello, Dan,” she replied. “I didn’t see you or Angie at first.” 

“We were just walking around looking at other excavations in the 
area,” he replied. 

“Oh, I wanted to review my notes from this morning,” Crystal said. 

“That’s fine. I didn’t mean to scare you. We knew you were taking a 
break,” replied Dan. 

“It’s beautiful, isn’t it?” asked Crystal. 

“They are all beautiful, built differently from each other,” Dan replied. 

By that time, Angie had reappeared. She joined Dan and Crystal. 

“Ready to get back?” Dan asked. 

“Sure, why not,” Crystal said. 

The three went back to the same excavation as this morning. The 
diggers were getting tired and ready to kick off for lunch soon. After 
another hour of digging, they quit working. It was a bit early for lunch, but 
the three walked around some. The professor said they could take lunch a 
little early. It was nearing noontime anyway. 

The three went to the tent where lunch was being served. As they 
waited in line, Crystal noticed Angie and Dan being chummy. She didn’t 
say a word but purchased a chicken sandwich and grabbed a bottle of water 
in the ice chest. Outside the tent, were several folding chairs and small 
folding tables. Crystal sat down in one of the chairs. There was a shelter 
on the tent providing shade. It felt good, given the very hot temperature. 

Crystal ate her lunch as she saw Dan and Angie talking. They were 
chatting. Crystal reviewed her notes. She had taken several pages of 
handwritten notes yesterday and today. After eating lunch, she went to 
the restroom again. Water went through her rapidly. Coming out of the 
restroom, she looked at the time. There were only a few minutes left. She 
decided to walk back to the excavation by herself. She did not see Angie 
or Dan around. They apparently had left the tent area. 


30 


Shattered Dreams 


The diggers were back. They looked rested from the break and ready 
to dig again. Several of the men had removed their shirts as they were hot 
and sweaty. Crystal looked up and saw Dan and Angie walking towards 
her. “We thought you had gotten lost,” Angie stated. “We waited a minute 
for you at the tent.” 

“No, I didn’t see you two and decided to walk over here myself,” 
Crystal replied. 

“We were probably in the restroom. Maybe you should have waited 
for us,” Angie replied. 

“I came out of the restroom. Neither one of you were in sight,” Crystal 
said. 

“Oh well, we found each other now,” Angie said. She made a chuckle 
sound. 

Crystal couldn’t put her finger on it, but she felt that Angie disliked 
her for some reason. 

The rest of the day went alright. The three observed the diggers and 
took notes. Mid-afternoon, the three took another water break. Crystal did 
not say anything to Dan or Angie most of the afternoon. The day ended at 
4:30 p.m. As the professor advised, some days would be longer than others, 
but this seemed to be the usual time to end the day. The three loaded the 
bus to take them back to the hotel. The bus drove down the steep hill and 
bumpy road to the street, then towards the hotel. 

Crystal wanted to bathe when she got back to the hotel. The bathwater 
felt good and cooled Crystal off. She soaked a while before washing her 
hair. After bathing, she dried her hair with a blow dryer. Her long blonde 
hair was quite pretty, fine and straight. Her blue eyes matched her light 
blonde hair. She had a fair complexion, like her mother. Slim and medium 
tall, she favored her mother with a beautiful figure. 

Crystal sprayed some scented spray on her body after the bath. It 
smelled good; she felt clean and fresh. She dressed into a nice pantsuit for 
dinner this evening. She put on her foundation and makeup. She looked 
lovely. She didn’t know Angie or Dan’s plans. Maybe they were together 
for dinner. She hadn’t seen either one of them since she had gotten back 
to the hotel earlier. 

As she was getting ready to leave the room to go to dinner, Angie 
appeared in the room. She didn’t say anything to Crystal. 
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Crystal couldn’t resist saying something now. “I’m going downstairs 
for dinner now. Do you want to go with me?” Crystal asked. 

“No, I have plans for dinner. Sorry, but you go ahead,” Angie replied. 

“Okay,” Crystal replied. “Angie, I know we have been tense lately. 
This course is harder than I thought it would be, but if I’ve done or said 
anything to offend you, I’m sorry.” 

“Why would you think that?” Angie asked. 

“Because I’ve noticed you have avoided me lately,” Crystal replied. 

Angie quickly turned around. “It is not you, Crystal,” Angie said. 

“Are you sure?” Crystal asked. 

“You must not worry about that. You haven't done anything. Who 
told you that?” Angie asked. 

“Nobody, really. I just have been feeling it lately,” Crystal replied. 

Angie looked at Crystal. “Umm...” she said. “I didn’t know you were 
that sensitive.” 

“Only about certain personal matters. I assumed you liked Dan,” 
Crystal stated. 

“He’s all yours, honey. I was just having fun with him today,” Angie 
replied. Just then, she walked into the bathroom and closed the door. 

Crystal was relieved on one hand, but still concerned on another hand. 
She didn’t know how much Angie really liked Dan or vice-versa. She 
decided to not worry about it tonight. She walked down to the elevator. 

Downstairs in the lobby, she found other students walking around. 
She went to the restaurant. She hadn’t planned to see Dan tonight again. 
While waiting for a table, she saw him over on another table. She didn’t 
know whether to join him or not. What if he was waiting for someone or 
what if Angie appeared? She decided to get a table for one person tonight. 
As the hostess sat her, she noticed a hand go up. It was Dan’s hand. He had 
seen her come into the restaurant. He had motioned for her to join him. 
When the waiter came by, Crystal told him she was moving to Dan’s table. 
He took a menu over to Dan’s table. She approached Dan and sat down. 

“I wasn’t sure you were being joined by someone else or not,” Crystal 
stated. 

“No, just you and me,” Dan replied. ‘ 

“I saw you and Angie talking today,” Crystal replied. 
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“Yea, she wanted to look at other excavations. We were talking about 
mummies and stuff,” Dan replied. 

“You looked awfully chummy with her. I didn’t want to interrupt 
anything,” Crystal stated. 

“Nonsense. We were just having fun as old friends,” Dan replied. 

Just then the waiter came by the table. Dan said he had already ordered 
his dinner. Crystal ordered hers. She decided on a vegetable salad with tea 
to drink. 

The food came several minutes later. Dan and Crystal had a friendly 
conversation together. After dinner, Crystal and Dan sat outside for a few 
minutes. The night air was cooler and felt good after such a hot day. Crystal 
did not mention her earlier conversation with Angie to Dan. That was a 
subject she felt should be dropped for now. 

The moon was full and bright tonight. Crystal stared at it as it hung 
high in the sky with the stars shining. It was kind of romantic too. She was 
wondering what moved Dan. He seemed as dull as a rock this moment. 

Crystal started the conversation. “Thanks for giving me information 
on the expedition. You know, like bringing a notepad and a pen.” 

“You are welcome. Always good to know what is expected,” Dan 
replied. 

“What happens next?” Crystal asked. 

“In the course, you mean?” Dan asked. 

“Yes,” Crystal replied. 

“T believe we will actually be excavating ourselves by next week, but 
not totally sure of that. Professor Smith hasn't mentioned it and I feel he 
will surprise us,” Dan answered. 

“What will be on our final exam?” asked Crystal. 

“Not sure of that either. The professor said to take notes so I feel he 
may ask us some excavating or research questions on the final,” Dan said. 

“Interesting that you are so smart at this, Dan,” replied Crystal. 

“As I said before, I have been doing this for a while. When I was a 
young boy, I explored caves and tunnels with my father,” Dan stated. 

“Was he a scientist or researcher?” Crystal asked. 

“No, but he enjoyed exploring old ruins and ancient places. I think I 
got that interest through him,” Dan said. 

“Where is your father today?” Crystal asked. 
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“My father died six years ago,” Dan answered. 

“I’m sorry, Dan,” Crystal said. 

“It’s alright. It hurt me for a good while. I was always sad when he 
passed. My mother was lonely without him and missed him greatly,” Dan 
said. 

“Was he ill before he passed?” Crystal asked. 

“He had colon cancer. It was caught eight months before he died. They 
even did surgery and the surgeon said he believed he had removed all of 
the cancer. Within a few months, it was back with a fury. He died shortly 
after that,” Dan replied. 

“I’m so sorry. I hate to hear that,” Crystal replied. “Is your mother 
still alive?” 

“Yes, she is living in Phoenix. I have one brother, Edward, who lives 
nearby. I think that is a comfort for her since I’m attending college in the 
East,” Dan stated. 

“Is he married and have children?” asked Crystal. 

“No, he is a couple of years younger than me and attended college 
there. He just graduated this past spring,’ Dan replied. 

“What did he major in?” asked Crystal. 

“Biology. He loves Science and wants to study Zoology or Chemistry 
in graduate college,” Dan replied. 

“Sounds real smart, like you,” Crystal replied. 

“Well, I don’t know about that. What about you, Crystal?” Dan asked. 

“Not much to tell. As I told you before, my parents divorced when I 
was quite young. When I came to the U.S. with my mother, we moved 
to Baltimore and I attended school there. I now attend the University of 
Maryland in College Park near Baltimore. I will be a junior this coming 
fall,” Crystal said. 

“What is your major?” Dan asked. 

“I'm planning to major in Geology in my upper courses. I either 
want to go into Paleontology or Archeology with an emphasis on Ancient 
History when I graduate,” Crystal replied. 

“Smart girl. You must have good grades,” Dan said. 

“Pretty good. Last semester I had all ‘A’s except one ‘A=. I couldn't 
seem to make higher in Advanced Biology. I worked the hardest in that 
class too,” Crystal stated. 
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“That’s still quite good, Crystal. Keep up the good work though,” Dan 
answered. 

“T will. My mother struggled for over twelve years as a single parent 
to support me through college. The least I could do is to pass college with 
good grades for her,” Crystal advised. 

“Do it for yourself too. The better grades you have, the more 
opportunities you have in the future,” Dan advised. 

“That’s true,’ Crystal replied. Just then, the night air seemed to get 
a little chilled. The days were extremely hot, but the nights were cooler. 

“Well, we better had get inside. This night air is getting to me now. 
Are you ready to go inside?” Dan asked. 

“I think so,” Crystal said, as she stood up from the chair outside. 
Dan stood up and walked with her inside the lobby of the hotel. As they 
approached the elevator, they heard a disturbance. Dan and Crystal looked 
in the direction of the restaurant to the left of them. There was shouting 
and loud voices. Tempers had flared. Apparently a waiter had a disgruntled 
customer. An argument had persisted between the two. The hostess called 
the manager of the restaurant to settle the matter. 

As both Crystal and Dan were looking, they could see the outline of a 
woman with her back turned, standing at the front desk of the restaurant. 
She had long brown hair and was built in proportion. The woman turned 
around to talk with the manager as the waiter was cleaning up the mess at 
the table. Crystal then recognized the young woman. It was Angie. 

Dan saw the situation too. He looked stunned for a moment and then 
looking at Crystal, he said, “Don’t get involved, Crystal. Let her solve her 
own problems.” 

“Well, I just hope she is okay,” answered Crystal. 

“T think so. Angie can take care of herself,” Dan replied. Just then, the 
elevator door opened. 

Crystal was resistant at first, but reluctantly followed Dan into the 
elevator. As the elevator door closed, Crystal said, “Angie has been acting 
upset over something lately.” 

“She will get over it. She is a grown girl, Crystal,” Dan replied. 

“I know, but I feel for her,” Crystal replied. 

“Why? She doesn’t return the same feelings,” Dan said. It was if Dan 
knew something that Crystal didn’t know. Just then, the elevator stopped 
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on the third floor. Both Dan and Crystal walked out into the hallway. 
Crystal stopped at her room. 

“Well, goodnight, Dan. See you in the morning,” Crystal said. 

“Goodnight, Crystal,” he said. Dan softly kissed Crystal on the lips. It 
was a quick kiss, but felt good Crystal thought. Crystal then got her room 
key out of her purse and unlocked her room. Dan waited for her to enter 
her room. When she closed the door, he walked down the hallway to his 
room, whistling all the way. 

Crystal was feeling good about the kiss as she rarely got kissed. As she 
placed her purse on top of the dresser, she slipped off her high heel shoes. 
Next, she took off her pantsuit and hung it up in the closet. Crystal walked 
back to the dresser to get a nightgown out of the drawer. It was only going 
on 9:00 p.m., but she wanted to make it an early night to bed tonight. She 
needed to wash her face and brush her teeth before bedtime. She always 
checked her knapsack at night and needed to get out fresh clothes to 
wear tomorrow. Crystal would have to inquire about a Laundromat this 
weekend to wash clothes. She would run out of clean clothes soon. 

As Crystal was preparing for bedtime, without warning, the room door 
suddenly flew wide open. Crystal looked in astonishment at the opened 
door. 
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Later that evening... 

In came an enraged Angie. She was a little disheveled and slurred her 
words some. She stood there and looked at Crystal with an expression 
of disgust all over her face. Crystal thought that she looked to be a little 
intoxicated by her appearance. 

“That jerk! How can he do that!” exclaimed Angie. 

“What's wrong, Angie?” Crystal asked. 

“Did you see what was going on downstairs?” asked Angie. 

“T only saw after the fact. What happened?” Crystal asked. 

“I went into the restaurant tonight as I was having dinner with a friend. 
The waiter said I spilled wine everywhere. He said I was going to pay for 
it. When I refused, they called the manager on me,” Angie said. 

“Was that why the waiter was mad?” Crystal asked. 

“He was a jerk. I only had one glass, but he told the manager that I had 
more. He was a liar,” Angie replied. “The manager said I could no longer 
come into the restaurant until I paid up. My friend had to pay the bill.” 

Crystal could tell that Angie probably had more than one glass of wine. 
In fact, she probably had a few glasses by the sound of her voice. 

“Well, don’t worry about it. Just get a good night’s sleep tonight and 
things will look up tomorrow,” Crystal replied. 

“Poor Eric, my date tonight, was so embarrassed by the incident. I’m 
getting my purse and we are going across the street for a nightcap,” Angie 
replied. 

“Angie, haven’t you had enough to drink tonight?” Crystal asked. 

“No ma’am. The night is still young yet,” Angie replied. As she said 
that, she grabbed her purse beside her bed and made a mad dash for the 


bathroom. Crystal wanted to get in there to change into her gown. She 
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waited a few minutes until Angie came out of the bathroom. When she 
did, Angie was holding a washcloth over her forehead and looked kind of 
flushed. 

“Angie, are you sure you are okay?” Crystal asked. 

“You sound like Dan. Stop mothering me, Crystal. Besides, I’m over 
twenty-one now,” Angie replied. 

“I know, Angie, but I worry about you,” Crystal said. 

“Why?” Angie asked. 

“Because you stay out late and don’t get enough rest at night for one 
thing,” Crystal stated. 

“That is none of your business!” exclaimed Angie. Crystal could tell 
that angered Angie. 

“Okay, Angie. I won't argue with you, but I think you need better 
sleeping habits,” Crystal replied. 

Before she could finish the sentence, Angie headed toward the door. 
She walked out into the hallway, to wait on the elevator to go downstairs. 

Crystal shook her head and walked into the bathroom. It smelled like 
vomit. Obviously, Angie had gotten sick at her stomach. Crystal changed 
into her gown, doing her usual routine in the evening. She moved her purse 
and put it into the closet, along with her high heel shoes. 

It was close to 9:30 p.m. by then. The previous conversation with 
Angie made it apparent that Angie wouldn't listen to Crystal’s advice. 
Crystal set the alarm clock to the usual time. She turned off the light on 
the nightstand, and tried to close her eyes. She needed to relax and just go 
to sleep. The conversation weighed heavily on her mind though. This may 
cause a conflict between her and her roommate. That wouldn't be good as 
Crystal had to room with Angie for over two months. Angie was a big girl 
after all and it would only anger Angie more to intervene. Sleep was what 
Crystal needed as the days would get longer and harder for her. Crystal 
struggled, but managed to close her eyes and go to sleep eventually. 

Crystal had a dream that night. She was in an open area, but it was 
unmarked. She wasn’t certain where she was. It was pitch black and hard 
to see anything in her surroundings. She cried for help, but no one heard 
her. No one was around. “Help me!” she cried out, but all she heard was 
laughter at a distance. It was a woman's voice and she was mocking Crystal 
in a way. It was a cackling laugh and sounded evil. Crystal kept calling 
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for help but no one came to her aid. The woman’s laughter got louder and 
before long, Crystal woke up in the middle of the night. 

Crystal didn’t hear a peep or a sound. It was pitch dark inside the 
room. She didn’t know if her roommate ever made it back or not. She 
glanced at the clock and it read, “2:00 a.m.” The faint light on the alarm 
clock made little light inside the room. Crystal turned on the lamp on 
the nightstand. Crystal glanced over to Angie’s bed. It was empty and 
appeared to have not been slept in. Angie hadn’t come in yet. Should 
Crystal start worrying now? Angie told her to stay out of her business. Still, 
Crystal was concerned, if not only for Angie, but for herself. 

Crystal turned off the lamp. She tried to go back to sleep again, but 
tossed and turned the rest of the night. As the alarm went off in the 
morning, she got up, but was drowsy. She looked at the empty bed on the 
other side of the room. Should she tell someone about Angie? She didn’t 
want to get her into trouble, but she felt for her safety. 

Crystal washed off and dressed the best she could. She curled her hair 
this morning. She looked at her tired eyes as she put on her foundation and 
makeup. The circles under her eyes made her look at least ten years older. 
As soon as she finished dressing and styled her hair, she went downstairs 
to eat breakfast. She met Dan downstairs in the lobby. 

“You look awful this morning.” Dan said. 

“Thanks, but I got little sleep last night. Angie didn’t come in,” Crystal 
said. 

“You mean she stayed out all night?” Dan asked. 

“Yes. I woke up in the middle of the night and she hadn’t come in. Her 
bed wasn’t slept in at all,” Crystal said. 

“She must be around here somewhere. Maybe we need to tell the 
professor,” Dan replied. 

“I don’t want to cause trouble,” Crystal replied. 

“No, but someone needs to know if she doesn’t show up this morning,” 
answered Dan. 

Crystal ordered her breakfast. She was sick with worry, but tried not 
to show it in front of Dan. Although good food, she ate little of her meal 
and thought of what she was going to say to the professor. Dan was right 
though. Someone needed to be told in case Angie didn’t show up this 
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After breakfast, Crystal went back upstairs to the room. She told Dan 
she would meet him back downstairs in time to board the bus. As she 
entered the room, it was apparent that someone had entered the room. 
There were a few items missing and in the bathroom, a hand towel had 
been used. Also, Angie’s toiletries were missing. 

Crystal brushed her teeth and checked her knapsack again this 
morning. She made a last look around the room. Angie’s hairbrush and 
makeup kit were missing from the dresser too. There were a few clothes 
that looked to be displayed around the room as well. She didn’t have 
enough time to double-check everything. The bus would be here soon. She 
just hoped that she would see Angie this morning on it. 

The bus ride to the pyramids seemed to drag this morning. The group 
was on the way to Memphis, near Saqqara. The ruins were located 12 
miles south from Cairo, on the west bank of the Nile. It took a half-hour 
to get there. Memphis was the ancient capital of the first nome (province) 
of Lower Egypt and of the Old Kingdom until around 2200 B.C. Later, it 
served for shorter periods during the New Kingdom. Memphis was named 
Ankh Tawy (“That which binds the Two Lands”) as it was located between 
Upper and Lower Egypt.’ 

This would be the first time Crystal would see the Nile River from the 
bus. As the bus travelled closer to the site, Crystal looked around the bus. 
She thought she saw a glimpse of a person with long brown hair. Looking 
steadily, Crystal noticed it was a girl who sat by a guy upfront behind the 
bus driver. Crystal was hoping the person would turn around eventually, 
but she didn’t. Crystal couldn’t tell if it was Angie or not. 

Crystal’s heart did a double-flip as they went over a big bump in the 
dirt road. The bus jerked and twisted a little. Crystal figured the bus was on 
its last leg by its poor condition. Crystal was upset about Angie but didn’t 
want to alarm Dan that she was worried. Dan sat quietly on the aisle seat, 
while Crystal continued to look straight ahead towards the front of the bus. 

Finally, what seemed like forever to Crystal, the bus stopped in front 
of the ruins. Crystal was anxious as the bus came to a complete stop. The 
last bump on the hill jerked up almost out of her seat. She could see the 
ancient ruins clearer in focus. There were workers digging, as-digging for 
buried treasure. 
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The professor stood up first and instructed the group that they would 
start their excavations next week. Though the excavations would be 
monitored, the students were responsible for their area of digging. Today 
was the last full day the students had to observe the diggers and take 
notes individually. They would be digging at another site on Monday. The 
professor said it was a surprise where they would be digging. 

Crystal looked for Angie once again as she stepped off the bus with 
Dan. As the students got off the bus, they formed a group outside the bus. 
Crystal and Dan listened as the professor instructed the group to observe 
different diggings. Crystal saw Angie and a male walking in front of the 
group. 

“Angie!” yelled Crystal. “Back here!” Crystal was almost out of breath 
as she walked closer to Angie and the other student with her. 

Angie then looked back at Crystal, while Dan followed her. 

“Oh, there you are. I wondered where you two went. I didn’t see you 
on the bus,” Angie stated. 

“We were sitting in the back behind you. I think we got on before you 
did,” Dan replied. 

“Probably so. We got on about last,” Angie stated. 

“Are you okay, Angie?” Crystal asked 

“Yes, why do you ask?” Angie asked. 

“T noticed your bed wasn’t slept in last night,” replied Crystal. She 
cleared her throat then. 

“IT came in so late that I spent the night in another room,” answered 
Angie, as she looked at her friend beside her. Crystal didn’t recognize 
the male standing beside Angie. It must have been Eric, the date Angie 
mentioned last night. “Sorry, I worried you. I just didn’t want to wake you 
up last night.” 

Crystal looked at Angie and felt she was not telling the truth at that 
moment, but she didn’t want to make a scene in front of others. Angie and 
the male walked away. Angie whispered something in his ear that Crystal 
couldn’t hear. Crystal decided to let it go for now. Dan was waiting on her 
to join him to observe diggings. 

Angie and her friend walked towards one of the excavations on the 
back side of the ruins. The professor had explained that the diggers were 
digging for ancient artifacts and pottery. They were evidence of an ancient 
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city that existed thousands of years ago. It was a true art form of ancient 
carvings that the ancient Egyptians left civilization. They believed they 
would enter the afterlife. 

Crystal and Dan walked to one of the excavations nearest the front 
of the ruins. There were several diggers and people that looked like they 
were scientists or experts. They were leading the workers in digging areas 
around the site. Crystal got her notepad and pen out to take notes as the 
professor had advised. 

Both Crystal and Dan decided to take a 5-minute water break 
midmorning. They were allowed two breaks per day: one midmorning and 
one mid-afternoon. Crystal took her bottled water and sat in the shade. 

“You raised your hand in the bus when the professor asked the first day 
if anyone had ever been on an expedition before,” Crystal stated. 

“Yes, I went to Southeastern Mexico and also to Turkey,” Dan replied. 

“Really!” Crystal exclaimed. 

“When I was in high school, I explored the Mayan ruins in Southeastern 
Mexico near Guatemala in 2006. Then in 2009 in Turkey at Mount 
Ararat, I saw the old wooden vessel, where some believed Noah’s Ark had 
settled. Only a few people got in to see that one. Nobody was allowed 
to touch anything, even the vessel itself. My father knew someone that 
allowed us to see the vessel,” he answered. 

“Is it really over 4,000 years old?” asked Crystal. 

“Some say it is 4,800 years old. When I saw it, it was in a deteriorated 
state, yet others say it is too young to be the Ark. Still, others claim it is 
too old to be the Ark,” Dan said. 

“That’s interesting,” she replied. “How long did it take Noah to build 
the Ark?” 

“It is estimated that it took him 120 years to complete, but that is 
speculation. Some say at most 100 years, while others say over a 100 years. 
The Bible says the global flood happened when Noah was 600 years old 
and he started building the Ark when given the order from God at 480 
years old,” Dan answered. 

“Wow, how long was he on the Ark?” asked Crystal. 

“It is recorded that he was on the Ark for 370 days and 360 days 
per lunar calendar year. He started on the 17" of the second month and 
landed on the 27" of the second month the following year,” Dan replied. 
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“Remember, in the Bible, it recorded that Noah released a dove to see if it 
returned to the Ark. If it didn’t return, it meant it found dry land.” 

Crystal looked at Dan directly. “You are so smart. I haven’t been much 
of anyplace, except here,” Crystal said. 

“You were born in England,” he responded. 

“Well, that was home then,” she stated. 

“Okay, I haven’t been to any place but London in England before 
and that was just for a brief time. I had a layover there during a flight,” 
he replied. 

“You will have to go there someday. It’s awfully pretty,” she responded. 

“T’ve heard. I would like that,” he replied. “We had better get back. It 
has been well over five minutes already.” 

“Okay, I’m with you,” Crystal chuckled. 

The group was formed around one excavation. The diggers were 
excited. They had found part of an old clay pottery. This was evidence 
that civilization existed there at one time. How long ago was the question? 
They had planned to excavate the whole surroundings for artifacts. 

The diggers were digging deeper and wider. Crystal had heard that 
sometimes they uncover whole villages or cities while expediting. Wouldn't 
it be great if a whole ancient city was discovered? 
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Later that day... 

It was getting close to noontime. The professor said that the group 
could knock off for lunch. Dan and Crystal headed towards the cafe. There 
were some chairs still unoccupied outside. The rest of the group would have 
to find shade to rest in. As they waited in line for lunch, Crystal looked 
around for Angie. She was no where to be seen. 

“T haven’t seen Angie since this morning,” Crystal stated. 

“Don’t worry, she will be along,” Dan responded. “Probably around 
here close-by.” 

Crystal looked at the lamb meat sandwich she had purchased. She 
was hungry by now and ate her lunch hastily. Dan had eaten his lunch 
quickly too. 

Crystal got out her notes to review. One of the excavations was a 
square area. The tool used was a T square to measure angles. Crystal asked 
Dan about it. “That is a tool Egyptians used to build compartments, like 
housing. Many built ancient houses out of papyrus (water plant) or mud. 
Later, the Egyptians built their houses with bricks, out of mud or clay 
from the Nile’s riverbanks and chopped straw. The layout of the houses was 
determined whether the family was rich or poor and lived in the country or 
the city. Wealthy people had about ten rooms or more, while poor people 
had only one room. City people seemed to live closer together than country 
people. Almost all of the houses were constructed with a flat roof.” 

“You know a lot about this,” Crystal said. 

“I do research online and in the library also,” Dan replied. 

“Still, you know more than me,” she answered. : 

“T’ve been at it a while and longer than you have,” he replied. 
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Just then, Crystal excused herself. After she came out of the restroom, 
she noticed that Dan was talking to Angie. She walked over to them. “Hey 
there, I wondered where you were. Haven’t seen you since this morning,” 
Crystal said. 

“Tve been watching some workers excavate on the other side. Interesting 
work,” Angie answered. 

“Have you eaten lunch?” Crystal asked. 

“Yes, I just ate,” Angie replied. 

“Well, we have about ten minutes to get back to the site,” Crystal 
responded. At that moment, Angie looked tense and upset. Dan was quiet 
then. He too looked a little upset. Crystal turned and walked away to the 
excavation. Obviously, she interrupted a conversation between Dan and 
Angie. 

Crystal wondered what Dan and Angie were talking about. Why was 
Angie looking upset? Something must have happened. It was none of her 
business, but maybe she could find out later on. Dan rejoined Crystal a few 
minutes later. They were observing several workers digging underground. 
The diggers looked hot and sweaty as the temperature got over 100° 
Fahrenheit this early in June. The sun felt extremely hot. Crystal felt sorry 
for them as most of them wore clothing over their heads to stay cool. 

Crystal tried to stay positive, even in difficult times. This was one of 
those times. Her endurance would be tested — both physically and mentally 
this summer. Yet, she wanted this. /t was her destiny, she thought. 

Mid-afternoon, Crystal and Dan took another 5-minute break. 
Crystal sat down and reviewed her notes. She took several pages of notes, 
explaining what workers were excavating and looking for. She wasn’t 
sure what happened to the findings, if any, afterwards. Maybe they were 
shipped off, maybe they were stored or maybe they went to the museum. 
Crystal tried to listen and learn that day. 

At 4:00 p.m. that afternoon, the professor called the group together. 
He said that the expedition would end early today. On some days, it may 
be longer, lasting until sunset, depending on findings. Everyone was tired 
and looked tired. 

The students loaded up on the buses. After a 30-minute bus trip back 
to the hotel, the students disembarked the bus. Without saying a word 
to Dan on the bus, Crystal went straight up to the hotel room. Crystal 
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wanted to lie down a little while before bathing. Angie said she wanted 
to join some friends for dinner and would be eating across the street this 
evening. Angie did not invite Crystal. Did it have something to do with 
today’s conversation with Dan or last night’s event? 

Crystal went downstairs to the restaurant for dinner. She found Dan 
waiting to get a table. She asked him if she could join him. While waiting 
on their meals, Crystal started the conversation. “I noticed Angie talked 
to you today at lunchtime,” she said. 

“Yes.” Dan shrugged his shoulders. He remained quiet. Apparently, it 
was a subject he didn’t want to talk about. 

Crystal decided to change the subject. “The expedition is interesting,” 
she said. 

“Tt will get more interesting if they find anything,” Dan said. 

“I'm excited that they found part of a clay pottery today,” Crystal 
stated. 

“Me too. I just want to see what they find next, if anything,” he replied. 

Just then, the waiter brought Crystal’s salad and Dan’s soup to the 
table. “I wish I could drink a glass of wine, then I would toast to you,” 
Crystal said. 

“That’s okay. I’m not much of a drinker anyway,” he replied. 

Dan and Crystal both ordered Kebab for dinner. It is usually chopped 
and minced lamb meat on skewers grilled over charcoal.’ When they had 
finished their dinner, Crystal opened her purse to pay for the meal. “That’s 
funny,” she said. 

“What is it?” asked Dan, noticing the surprised look on her face. 

“T was sure I put my money in my purse after dinner last night. I can’t 
find it now,” Crystal replied. 

“Maybe it is in your wallet,” replied Dan. 

“I always put it in a special pocket in here. It’s gone,” Crystal said. “I 
will double-check my wallet, but I usually only put credit cards in there.” 
Crystal looked in her wallet, but couldn’t find any cash. 

“Maybe you thought you had it. Could you have left it somewhere 
else?” Dan asked. 

“No, this is the only purse I brought on the trip with me, I never put 
that amount of money in my knapsack for fear of losing it,” Crystal replied. 

“How much cash did you have?” Dan asked. 
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“After paying last night’s dinner, I had about $120 left. I was going 
to get my mother to wire me more next week. I use the money to pay for 
meals,” Crystal replied. 

“Where did you put your purse last night?” Dan asked. 

“T put it on top of the dresser in my room before...” Crystal ended 
her sentence. 

“Before what?” Dan asked. 

“Before Angie entered the room. I’m pretty sure of it as I took off my 
shoes then,” Crystal replied. “We had eaten dinner and you walked me to 
my room. Angie came into the room after the blowup with the restaurant 
manager.” 

“How could Angie get to your purse?” Dan asked. “You have no proof 
she took it. Angie has money anyway. Why would she take yours?” 

“T’'m not excusing her or anyone else for that matter. I’m just trying to 
trace where my purse was last night,” Crystal said. 

“Maybe you put the money somewhere else and just forgot,” Dan 
replied. “I will pay for tonight if you like.” 

“No, I can charge dinner to my room key. I still have my credit cards 
too. I only need money to buy my meals for tomorrow,” Crystal said. 
Crystal realized the Western Union Office had already closed this evening. 

“You can charge it, but if they don’t take it, I can do that,” Dan replied. 

“I don’t want you to have to pay my meals. It wasn’t your fault,” Crystal 
replied. 

“No problem. You can pay me back later,” Dan said. 

Crystal knew she had a good memory and that the money was in her 
purse until at least after dinner last night. She had not imagined losing or 
misplacing the money. And if it was stolen, why was it only cash and not 
her credit cards? As the waiter came by the table, Crystal told him that she 
had lost her money. Could it have been lost last night? He said he hadn't 
seen it, but would look out for it. She then inquired with the manager of 
the restaurant. He said no one turned in any cash found, but he would 
check with the other waiters and hostess. Crystal tried to stay focused and 
enjoy the evening. She concentrated on the lovely night. Crystal and Dan 
walked outside to get a breath of fresh air. 

Crystal asked Dan if he would take a short walk with her tonight. 

“Just a short one. I’m not much of a night owl, you know,” replied Dan. 
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“All right, just a short one to walk off that big dinner,” Crystal said. 

As they were walking outside, Crystal went ahead and asked Dan what 
had been on her mind this evening. What did she have to lose anyway? 
“Dan, why did you look a little upset just after lunch today?” Crystal asked. 

He hesitated a little and finally answered. “Do you really want to 
know?” Dan asked. 

“Yes,” Crystal answered. 

“You,” he answered. 

“Me, what did I do?” she asked. 

“Nothing, Angie and I sort of had words today,” Dan said. 

“Words?” Crystal asked. 

“She thinks I’m hanging around you too much and you are a little too 
young for me,” Dan stated. 

“What business is that of hers, anyway?” Crystal asked. 

“She thought you should date someone your own age,” he stated. 

“I knew something happened as she looked upset too. Did you two 
know each other well before this?” Crystal asked. 

“We dated before, but Angie got a little out of hand. She wanted to go 
out more, while I wanted to stay home and study,” he responded. 

“No wonder!” exclaimed Crystal. “Angie still likes you. She is jealous, 
that’s all.” 

“You are very young, but I explained that we are just friends,” Dan 
replied. 

“T felt you two were more than just friends when I met you. Why didn’t 
you tell me?” Crystal asked. 

“We never got really serious. She wanted it to be, but I don’t have deep 
feelings for her,” Dan explained. “Besides, we didn’t date that long. Just a 
few months, that’s all.” 

Crystal felt that Dan was still holding something back from her. 

“She obviously thinks more of you,” Crystal stated. 

“Well, whatever it is, it isn’t love. Angie doesn’t know how to love. She 
loves herself and has no regard for others,” Dan stated. “She is spoiled - 
the daughter of a rich medical doctor. But you know, I don’t have time to 
worry about it.” ‘ 

Dan took Crystal’s hand in his. Crystal didn’t know whether to resist 
or not, but she went along with it. They walked hand in hand alongside 
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the street. The moon was out full tonight, shining brightly overhead. In 
the moonlight, the silhouette of two young people stood. 

After they walked a short distance from the hotel, Dan said, “Well, I 
need to get back to the hotel soon.” 

“You aren’t a night owl, are you?” asked Crystal. 

“No, I’m an early bird,” replied Dan. “We have a long trip tomorrow 
besides. I need to pack for that tonight.” 

“I’m already packed. I just have a few items to throw in my suitcase. 
Okay, let’s go back...” Crystal stated. Before she completed her sentence, 
Dan put his arms around Crystal and kissed her. This was different from 
last night’s kiss as it was passionate and ever-lasting. Crystal couldn’t resist 
as she felt Dan’s lips press against hers. She had little experience with 
kissing and dating men. Her mother in her own bitter hatred of men made 
sure of that as Crystal grew up. Crystal was experiencing what it actually 
felt like to be kissed for the very first time. 

After a couple of minutes, Dan released Crystal from his hold. Crystal 
almost went limp with excitement, as her body went tingling all over. 
Wow! Is this what a kiss is all about? Was this the way it was suppose to 
be? Standing in the middle of the sidewalk, two young people were kissing 
each other softly. Crystal wanted to kiss him back, but didn’t make a move. 

“Let’s start walking back towards the hotel,” Dan said. 

“Alright,” Crystal replied. 

Crystal and Dan walked back to the hotel. As they entered the entrance 
to the lobby, Crystal wondered if she went too far tonight or was leading 
Dan on. After all, she liked him. She just wasn’t sure how much she 
liked him. 

Once inside, Dan walked Crystal up to her room. They stopped outside 
her door. Dan reached in his wallet and took out two twenty dollar bills. 
He handed them to Crystal. “Here, take this until you find your money,” 
he said. 

“I don’t want to take your money, Dan,” Crystal replied. 

“Tt is only aloan. When you find your cash, then you can pay me back. 
I won't take no for an answer,” he said. 

“Are you sure?” Crystal asked. She was still hesitant about taking 
money even from a friend. 


“Absolutely,” he said. 
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Crystal took the money and carefully put it in her purse. She wouldn’t 
let this out of her sight. It had to last until she could wire her mother to 
send her more cash. 

“Thank you so much. I will pay you back as soon as my mother can 
wire me some more money,” Crystal responded. 

“T trust you,” Dan said. 

Dan kissed Crystal again on the lips. He gently rubbed her face as she 
felt his embrace. Crystal couldn’t resist his kisses, but she felt she had to 
say something. 

“Dan, I hope I didn’t mislead you tonight,” Crystal said. 

“How is that?” Dan asked. 

“The kisses. I haven’t had much experience in kissing or dating,” 
Crystal replied. 

“That is what I like about you, Crystal. You're so young and 
unpretentious. So refreshing I find from others,” Dan replied. 

The night was still early but Crystal knew what might happen if she 
invited Dan inside. She looked down and reached inside her purse to get 
her room key. She wanted to hurry and get inside the room, without Dan. 
She hoped he wouldn’t follow her inside. “Well, goodnight, Dan. See you 
tomorrow morning.” 

Dan replied, “See you. Sleep golden dreams tonight,” but looked a little 
disappointed for some reason. 

“Sweet dreams,” replied Crystal. 

Crystal unlocked the door and started to enter the room. Dan 
continued on walking down the hallway to his room, without Crystal. As 
Crystal entered the room, she looked on the bed and got a big surprise. 
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Later that night... 

Her roommate was sitting on her bed watching television. Rarely, did 
she see Angie watch television. Neither did Crystal watch it that much. 

“Angie, I thought you would be out tonight,” Crystal said. 

“No, the professor talked to me today. Someone had told him I was out 
last night. If I do it again, it could jeopardize this course,” Angie replied. 

It wasn’t me,” Crystal said. 

“I’m afraid I have a spy here then. You told no one?” Angie asked. 

“No one except for Dan. He asked me why I looked so tired this 
morning. I told him I didn’t sleep last night because you were out. I was 
worried about you,” Crystal stated. 

“I don’t know why. You shouldn't be,” replied Angie. 

Crystal looked at Angie. She wondered if this was the right time to 
approach Angie about Dan. Instead, she changed the subject. 

“Angie, did you see some money lying around here?” Crystal asked. 

“What kind of money? Cash?” Angie asked. 

“Yes, I seemed to have lost my cash. I was sure I put it in my purse last 
night after dinner,” Crystal said. 

“Maybe you put it somewhere else,” replied Angie. 

“T don’t think so, but I’ll look around the bed or in the closet,” Crystal 
stated. 

“Where did you last see it?” asked Angie. 

“After dinner last night, I came back inside the room. I put my purse 
down on the dresser here.” Crystal pointed on top of the dresser. “I wanted 
to pay for dinner tonight, but couldn’t find it,” Crystal said. 

“T will sure look for it,” Angie replied. “If I find it, I will tell you.” 
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Crystal didn’t know if Angie was lying or not. Her intuition told her 
something was terribly wrong. She would learn to trust that intuition. 
Crystal thought she saw a grin on Angie’s face at that moment, but she 
couldn’t accuse her roommate of stealing her money. That would only 
cause trouble between them and a conflict already existed. She would drop 
the subject for now as she didn’t have proof that Angie took the money. 
What purpose did Angie have with the money anyway? She searched in 
the room, around her bed and in her closet. She even looked in the pockets 
of her clothing. Still, no money found. How peculiar, Crystal thought. 

Once Crystal was preparing for bedtime, she decided to ask Angie 
about Dan. “I was out for dinner with Dan tonight. Dan told me tonight 
about you two dating,” Crystal said. 

“Yeah, but that was over a year ago and a very short time besides. He’s 
a goof-ball anyway,” Angie said. 

“Why do you say that?” asked Crystal. 

“For one thing, he likes to be in bed at 8:00 o'clock in the evening and 
another one, he is a nerd,” Angie replied. 

For someone that didn’t like someone, she sure acted friendly towards him, 
Crystal thought. “He doesn’t seem like a goof-ball. You are awful friendly 
towards him,” Crystal stated. 

“You are better off without him. He tried to get me into bed pretty 
fast when I dated him,” answered Angie. 

Crystal looked shocked at this statement. She thought Dan to be a nice 
guy and thoughtful towards women. 

“Why did you tell Dan I was too young for him?” Crystal asked. 

“T only told him you were a little young, that’s all,” Angie replied. 

“Dan and I went for a walk after dinner and he...” Crystal stopped 
talking in the middle of the sentence. 

“And he what?” asked Angie. 

Crystal looked at Angie and hesitantly said, “He kissed me.” 
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“He kissed you, really!” exclaimed Angie. 

“Yes, we just kissed outside tonight. I think he wanted me to invite 
him inside just now, but I didn’t,” Crystal said. 

“Why not?” Angie asked. ‘ 

“T have little experience with kissing and men. I don’t want him to get 


the wrong idea about me,” Crystal answered. 
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“Are you trying to tell me you have never done it?” asked Angie. 

“Yes, Iam a virgin,” replied Crystal. 

Angie started laughing. “He likes you and he has gotten a virgin now. 
Serves him right,” Angie said. 

“Please don’t tell him,” Crystal pleaded. 

“Oh, I won't, honey. Let him find that out on his own,” Angie chuckled, 
as she went to the bathroom. 

When she came out, Crystal noticed that Angie looked better than she 
had been looking the past few days. 

“Where were you last night?” Crystal asked. She was curious for not 
only herself, but for Angie’s security. 

“T couldn’t say this morning because others would overhear. I told you 
I spent the night with another student. We came back to the hotel around 
2:00 o'clock this morning. I thought I would wake you so I slept over in 
another room, in Eric’s room,” Angie said. 

Crystal didn’t know whether to believe her or not. “I woke up about 
that time this morning, but couldn’t sleep very well. Next time please call 
me to tell me you are okay,” Crystal said. 

“There won't be a next time, believe me. I’m going to get to bed early 
tonight to make up for last night too,” Angie said. 

Crystal looked relieved. She wanted to get a good night's sleep too. 
Angie already had on her gown for tonight. Crystal changed into hers, 
doing her usual routine in the evenings. She was glad that she had already 
packed for the trip tomorrow. The group would be spending the night near 
Luxor, west of the Nile. 

By half past nine o'clock, all lights were out and the television turned 
off. Both girls would get a full night’s sleep tonight. Tomorrow would be a 
full day as they were traveling 415 miles outside Cairo. Due to the distance, 
the group would be taking an airline flight tomorrow morning at 10:00 
a.m. It was a little over an hour’s flight by plane. The students would get a 
group discount for the flight. Once they got to their destination, the group 
would go to the hotel and check in. 

The morning came early, but this time, Crystal didn’t feel rested with 
eight hours of sleep. She felt very fatigued. Surprisingly, Angie had gotten 
up earlier. She was washing her face when Crystal woke up. 
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Angie saw that Crystal was awake now. “Hey, sleepyhead, you were 
sleeping so soundly this morning that I didn’t have the heart to wake you,” 
Angie said. 

“T didn’t hear the alarm go off,” Crystal said. 

“It didn’t. I turned it off this morning so as not to wake you,” replied 
Angie. 

Crystal looked at the clock. It was a quarter to six o'clock. Angie had 
not awoken Crystal. Was it intentional? Crystal quickly got out of bed. 
“Why didn’t you wake me up sooner? I overslept this morning because you 
turned off the alarm clock,” Crystal said. 

“Just 15 minutes. I was about to wake you up,” replied Angie. 

Angie turned around and finished dressing. After she stepped out of 
the bathroom, Crystal went into the bathroom to wash her face as well. 
She quickly dressed and prepared for the day. She made sure she had her 
suitcase completely packed for the overnight trip. 

Angie told Crystal that she was going downstairs for coffee. Crystal 
still had her makeup to put on and her hair to brush. She quickly finished 
and went downstairs to look for Dan. He was usually at the restaurant by 
this time. He wasn’t in the lobby, nor did she see him at the restaurant. 

It was nearly 6:30 a.m. by this time. Whatever Crystal did, she needed 
to hurry. Crystal decided to get a table at the restaurant. She ordered 
breakfast. While waiting on her meal, she was sipping on a cup of coffee. 
She saw Angie walking by the restaurant in the lobby. She was walking 
towards the elevator. A minute later, Crystal then saw Dan walking in 
the lobby towards the same direction as Angie had walked. She dismissed 
it and ate her meal quickly when it was served. After the meal, she went 
upstairs. 

It was already ten past seven oclock. The group were told to report to 
the lobby no later than 7:20 a.m. Angie was not in the hotel room. With 
only ten minutes to spare, Crystal did her usual routine after breakfast 
this morning. She grabbed her suitcase and travel bag, taking a last quick 
look around the room. She scrambled to the elevator to go downstairs. The 
room door locked automatically behind her. 

Once downstairs, Crystal had noticed students were already boarding 
the van. Their luggage would be transported to the airport on another van. 
Crystal handed her suitcase to a gentleman that was loading the luggage 
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on the van. She remembered to label her suitcase before she left the room. 
Neither Angie nor Dan was in sight. Crystal got on the van without Dan 
this morning. She walked towards the back of the van and sat down in 
a window seat. Another student sat down beside her. She recognized this 
student as Jean, the girl she had met the first night there. 

Within minutes, the van started moving away from the hotel. Crystal 
noticed that Dan was seated towards the front with Angie. This was odd, 
she thought. Neither one of them claimed to like each other; however, they 
acted friendly towards each other. 

Everyone was excited on the van. They were headed for the Valley 
of the Kings “the Valley of the Gates of the Kings.” The valley stands on 
the west bank of the Nile, opposite Thebes (modern Luxor). The tombs 
were constructed for the pharaohs and powerful nobles of the eighteenth 
to twentieth dynasties of the New Kingdom in Ancient Egypt. This was 
a period of nearly 500 years from 16" to 11'" century B.C. The valley is 
known to contain 63 tombs and chambers. 

More importantly, the tombs hold the mummy of Tutankhamun 
“King Tut.” He was the 11" pharaoh of Dynasty 18 of the New Kingdom 
in Ancient Egypt. This made his mummy over 3,300 years old. Crystal was 
excited as she listened as the professor talked of the history of the 19-year 
old king at the time of his death. The king is buried in KV62 chamber. 
The Tutankhamun tomb was of particular interest to her.'” 

The professor advised that many of the tombs were closed to public 
view. However, the Tutankhamun tomb would be open. The students 
would get a student discount for both the ticket price and tomb (half- 
price). He said that part of the final exam would be on what they learned 
at the tombs. 

The van arrived at the airport within 30 minutes. It was 13.7 miles 
northeast of central Cairo. The group started to unload the van and walk 
into the airport. Their luggage would be taken directly to the airlines. The 
professor led the way to the Egypt Air Airlines. The students formed a 
long line at the airlines. Several agents were working the counters. As the 
students got their plane tickets, Crystal noticed Dan walking towards her. 
She wondered why he didn’t sit by her in the van. More odd, was why he 
was following Angie earlier this morning. 

“Good morning, Crystal,” Dan said. 
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“Good morning, Dan,” she replied. 

“T looked for you earlier and saw you already seated on the van,” Dan 
said. 

Crystal shrugged her shoulders. She wasn’t sure to believe this or not. 
“Do you have your seat on the plane?” Crystal asked. 

“Yes, I’m in 16B, an aisle seat. What about you?” Dan asked. 

“I’m in 14A, a window seat,” Crystal replied. 

“Well, I will see you there,” he replied. He continued on walking 
toward the terminal. 

The time on the airport clock read, “9:00 a.m.” Crystal started walking 
toward the terminal herself. She made it to the gate. The plane would be 
boarding at 9:30 a.m. She decided to get another cup of coffee while she 
waited. 

While sitting there, Crystal noticed that Angie had walked into the 
terminal up to the gate. Angie saw Phil and sat down by him. Crystal was 
still a little upset that Angie hadn’t awakened her this morning. It made 
her late and she had to hurry to make up for the lost time. 

Dan had sat down in another row of seats. Crystal thought it best to 
not question him why he wasn’t in the restaurant this morning. After all, 
he was only a friend. She wasn’t seriously dating him. 

Soon, the airlines announced boarding for the flight. Crystal showed 
her ticket and identification as she boarded the plane. She found her 
seat and put her travel bag in the compartment overhead. It contained 
her makeup kit, hairbrush and curling iron. Plus, some supplies, like a 
notebook, brochures and pamphlets. Crystal buckled up her seatbelt. 

The plane took off smoothly and on time. Crystal ordered a glass of 
coffee and nuts to snack on. The view from her window seat was spectacular 
as she could see the high mountain ranges and plateaus. The plane was 
flying in the clouds. Jt was like touching heaven, Crystal thought. 

Crystal took a short nap to make up for the rest she had lost last night. 
Suddenly, she was awoken by something that disturbed her. She noticed 
some tingling in her fingers and hands, particularly in her fingertips. This 
was odd. She never had experienced this sensation before. 

Within the hour, the pilot announced that the plane would be landing 
in 20 minutes. Crystal got up to use the facility before the plane landed. 
As she came out, she noticed Dan standing there. He was waiting in line 
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to use the restroom. Should she say anything to him? She decided to walk 
pass him and say nothing this time. Once the plane landed, she waited 
until the light came on. She removed her seatbelt and grabbed her travel 
bag overhead. 

The group would be spending the night at Nobels Hotel in Luxor. 
They would go by van to the hotel from the airport. Their luggage went 
directly to the hotel by another van. After they checked in, they would have 
lunch at the hotel. They would spend the rest of the day at the valley and 
tour the tombs. Crystal was so excited. She was very anxious to see King 
Tutankhamun’s tomb. Their ticket allowed them to see 3 of the 63 tombs, 
including the tomb of Ramses IV, among others. King Tutankhamun’s 
tomb required an additional ticket to see. 

Crystal looked at her watch as the van drove to the hotel. There was 
a 14-minute ride (5.6 miles). Crystal felt wonderful that she was blessed 
with seeing so much history early in life. She would take home memories 
for a lifetime. 

Nobels Hotel looked less modern than the hotel in downtown Cairo. 
There was a lobby with a sitting area upfront. The students checked into 
their rooms. Crystal was checked into Room 125. She was assigned a new 
roommate, Tonya, to room with. Her luggage was carried to her room. 
Her roommate had not entered the room yet. 

The room had two single beds. Crystal took the bed closest to the 
window. She hung up her clothes she was wearing tomorrow. She unpacked 
her suitcase and travel bag. By this time, it was nearly noontime. She was 
getting hungry and thinking about lunch. There was a café in the lobby. 
She would have to check it out. As she entered the lobby, students were 
already seated at the café. Crystal entered the café and asked the hostess 
for a table for one. Due to limited seating, Crystal was led to a table with 
two other students. It was Betty and Jean, two people she had already met. 
She was glad to be seated with them. 

Crystal looked at the menu. It was different than the restaurant in 
Cairo. Most of the items were listed in Egyptian script. Crystal did the 
best she could do. She recognized one of the courses, Ful Medames, one 
of Egypt’s national dishes, served with sliced eggs and vegetables.'* Crystal 
ordered this and a glass of black tea with milk. While waiting on her meal, 
she talked with Jean and Betty. 
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“How are you two liking this tour so far?” she asked. 

“Great,” replied Jean. Betty nodded with her. 

“Have any of you been on an expedition before?” asked Crystal. 

“No,” Betty said. 

“Me either,” Jean said. 

“I’m really excited to see King Tutankhamun’s tomb,” Crystal said. 

“It should be fun,” replied Jean. 

The waiter brought the girls their meals. The meal was good and 
filling, but different than what Crystal had been eating. After eating lunch, 
she went back to the room and changed for this afternoon’s tour. She put 
on shorts and a matching top. Her roommate, Tonya, was in the room 
now. She remembered seeing her on the bus before. 

At 1:30 p.m., a bus would pick the students up at the hotel and carry 
them to the valley. It was 23.6 miles and took about 41 minutes. Crystal 
boarded the bus that afternoon. Dan spotted her as she got on the bus. 
Crystal walked past him and went to the back of the bus. Another female 
student she didn’t know sat next to her. Since pictures weren't allowed 
inside the tombs, Crystal brought her digital camera to take pictures 
outside the tombs. She took her smart phone to take close-up photographs. 

The professor said the group would be on a guided tour at the valley. 
They would be allowed to enter tombs that were open to the public. 
The ride to the valley was like nothing else Crystal had experienced. 
Once there, the guide led them through the tombs. As she entered King 
Tutankhamun’s tomb, she remembered the curse of the tombs. Was it true 
or just a myth built on fear? Some believed it was built out of publicity to 
sell more tickets at the time. The tomb was fascinating. It was a part of 
ancient Egypt’s history. There were many treasures buried with the young 
king, most of which were displayed at the Egyptian Museum in Cairo. 
Another reason Crystal wanted to go back to the museum soon. 

Crystal visited the other tombs opened to the public. By 5:00 p.m., 
the tour was closing during the summertime. The group loaded back on 
the van to carry them back to the hotel. Crystal boarded the bus. To her 
surprise, Dan took a seat beside her this time. This was weird, she thought. 
Why was he so distant this morning? 

The trip back to the hotel was a quiet one. Crystal sa Dan hardly 
spoke to each other. Crystal was engaged in the sights and seeing the parts 
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of Egypt she wouldn’t see again after today. The bus stopped abruptly 
before reaching the hotel. Crystal was starting to shift her body as she felt 
a bump in the road. Dan reached out and held his hand out to shield her 
from falling to the ground. Crystal looked at him. “Thank you,” she said. 

“You are welcome,’ he replied. 

Within 40 minutes, the bus pulled up at the hotel. The students 
disembarked and went into the hotel. Dinnertime would be soon, however, 
Crystal wasn’t really that hungry from the hearty lunch she had today. She 
wanted to rest first. Somehow her fatigue wasn’t going away. 

Once back in the room, she lay down for a few minutes. She wanted 
to shower and then dress for dinner. Crystal took off her shoes to shower. 
Once she removed her socks, she was alerted to something. Her feet had 
a bluish tint on both of them. Never in her life had she had this before. 

After she showered and dressed, Crystal made her way to the café. 
She decided to eat a salad tonight. The hot climate added with her fatigue 
seemed to be getting to her this evening. Crystal sat down at the table. 
Someone was watching her across the room. It was Dan. He stood up and 
came over to her table. 

“May I join you?” he asked. 

“If you must,” she replied. 

“What’s wrong, Crystal. You seem upset,” Dan replied. 

“No, I’m just really tired and it’s so hot,” replied Crystal. 

“You are in Egypt. It is usually hot here,” Dan replied. 

“T’m sorry, Dan. I’m not feeling that well this evening,” she said. 

“What's going on?” he asked. 

“I don’t know. I’m just tired all the time. On the flight here today I 
felt tingling in my hands and fingers. Plus, this evening, my feet were a 
bluish tint,” she replied. 

“Uhm, were you wearing blue shoes?” he asked. 

“Come on, Dan, no joke please,” she replied. 

“Okay, just kidding, even though it wasn’t that funny,” Dan replied. 

“Have you seen a doctor about these things?” he asked. 

“No, it just started today. I also remembered having trouble with my 
legs on the bus the morning after we got here,” she said. 

“Those are symptoms of something going on. I would see a doctor 
soon, he said. 
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“Where, I don’t know any doctors here?” she asked. 

“When we get back to Cairo, ask at the front desk,” he said. 

Crystal wanted to change the subject. Her meal had arrived. Dan had 
ordered his dinner too. They ate dinner in silence. Afterwards, Crystal 
wanted to walk around some. “Would you like to walk with me to digest 
dinner?” she asked. 

“Okay, would be nice to explore a little,” Dan said. 

“They walked outside and looked at the scenery. It was a picturesque 
view of old Egypt. Everything looked traditional, compared to modern 
Cairo downtown. While taking pictures with her digital camera, Crystal 
was the first to speak up. 

“This morning, Angie didn’t wake me up. She shut off the alarm clock. 
It seemed to make me late all morning. I usually wake her up when she 
wants to,” Crystal said. 

“Why did she shut off the alarm clock?” Dan asked. 

“She said as not to wake me up. That I was sleeping so soundly, but 
that was the whole purpose,” replied Crystal. 

“Maybe she forgot,” he said. 

“T don’t think so. I think it was done on purpose,” she said. 

“Angie can be somewhat of a bitch at times,” he replied. 

“But I saw you sit by her yesterday on the bus. You seem to be friendly 
toward her,” she said. 

“She is an old friend,” he said. 

“T also saw you following her yesterday morning at breakfast,” Crystal 
said. She was afraid maybe she had said too much. 

“T was talking with Angie. She is having problems right now,” he said. 

“I wondered why I didn’t see you yesterday in the restaurant before we 
went to the airport,” Crystal said. 

“I ate early. I saw Angie walk outside from the lobby. When I 
approached her, she walked back inside the lobby and went back up the 
elevator. I followed her upstairs to talk with her,” he said. 

“Something weird is going on. I can feel it,” Crystal replied. 

“Angie will settle her own problems. She is a strong personality. Don’t 
worry about her,” Dan replied. ‘ 

Crystal decided to let the matter go for now and dropped the subject. 
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Both Dan and Crystal walked outside until Crystal couldn’t walk 
anymore. “Dan, I really need to get back. I am exhausted and feel like I’m 
going to drop any moment,” Crystal said. 

“Alright, let’s go back,” Dan said. They turned around to head back 
to the hotel. Once back inside the lobby, Crystal excused herself and 
went back to her room. She changed into her nightgown and hung up 
her clothes. She was too tired to pack for tomorrow. The group would be 
leaving in the afternoon. It was eight o'clock and Crystal had no energy 
left. 

Crystal washed her face and brushed her teeth. She then took two 
ibuprofen tablets and got into bed. She guessed her roommate, Tonya, 
to still be out for the evening. She set the alarm clock for 8:00 a.m. She 
wanted to sleep in a little tomorrow morning. She felt she needed the rest. 

Crystal had another dream that night. She was lost in a cave trying to 
find her way out. The more she looked for the opening, the farther back 
and confused she became. When she called for help, no one came. She only 
heard echoes and sound effects from the cave. It was dreary and dismal. 
She was alone, cold and frightened. She didn’t know what to do. She froze 
in time as she cried out, only to be awoken by the alarm clock. 
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The next morning... 

Crystal was awakened by her roommate. 

“Crystal, are you okay?” Tonya said, as she shook Crystal. 

“Yeah,” answered a sleepy Crystal. 

“You've been dreaming. You were mumbling something about ‘help 
me’ in your sleep,” Tonya said. 

The dream disturbed her as she didn’t know its significance. Everything 
had a purpose and reason for her. But what did it actually mean? 

“You must have had a dream last night. You were mumbling in your 
sleep,” Tonya said. 

“I must have,” Crystal replied. She drowsily sat up in bed. “I have had 
two weird dreams this past week.” 

“They must have been. You were mumbling loud at something,” Tonya 
replied. 

“What time is it anyway?” Crystal asked, trying to get her bearings. 

“It’s eight o'clock. I’ve been up almost an hour,” Tonya replied. 

“I must have been really tired,” Crystal replied. “I took two ibuprofen 
tablets last night and I was out of it.” 

“Can I get you anything?” asked Tonya. 

“No, thanks. I want to pack this morning,” replied Crystal. 

“That’s what I did this morning. Not much to pack, but my overnight 
clothes,” Tonya said. 

“Sure I can’t help you? I’m about to go to breakfast now,” Tonya said. 

“Thanks, but I will get up now,” Crystal replied. She stood up, but felt 
a little weak at the knees. Odd, she thought. Her roommate said she would 
be back after breakfast. Crystal washed her face and dressed. She brought a 
light pantsuit to wear today. She brushed her hair and put on her makeup. 
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She packed her clothes in her suitcase and put supplies in her travel bag. 
She wanted to take more pictures this morning before leaving the hotel. 

Crystal walked to the café. She ordered coffee and her meal. While 
waiting on her food, Dan approached her. 

“Feeling better?” he asked. 

“A little bit. Still tired though,” she said. 

“I think there is a medical clinic downtown in Cairo. Once we get 
back, you need to see a doctor,” he replied. 

“T will. Will you go with me?” Crystal asked. “I don’t want to walk 
by myself.” 

“Sure, just let me know,” Dan replied. 

Crystal’s meal was delivered to her table. She ate and sipped her coffee. 
It was the best coffee she had tasted, besides in Cairo. 

The morning brought sunshine and a pleasant day. Crystal took 
pictures outside of the views and of the hotel. Tonya told Crystal that she 
would be walking around the hotel with friends, looking at the scenery. 
Crystal made sure her bags were fully packed when she got back to the 
hotel room. The group would be leaving after lunch to head back to the 
airport. They had a flight out of Luxor International Airport at 3:00 p.m. 

Crystal decided to have a light lunch around noontime. After lunch, as 
she was getting ready to leave, she took her luggage up to the front, where 
a worker was checking in luggage for the flight back to Cairo. She checked 
out of her room. Her roommate was already checked out. 

Once the van was loaded up with students, the driver drove the short 
distance back to the airport. Dan didn’t sit by her on the van to the airport. 
The students checked in and got their tickets for the flight. Crystal was one 
of the first to arrive at the gate, despite her fatigue. She debated whether 
to tell the professor that she wasn’t feeling very well. She got her a cup of 
coffee at the gate. She waited for the announcement to board the plane. 
After 30 minutes, the announcement was made. 

Crystal boarded the plane. She was seated in 34A this time. Crystal 
found her seat and put her travel bag overhead. She sat down and buckled 
her seatbelt. She didn’t realize that Dan was directly seated behind her. So 
was Angie. Crystal heard a conversation between them. 

“She doesn’t feel good,” Dan said. 

“What’s wrong with her?” asked Angie. 


63 


Anne R. Murray 


“She seems tired all the time,” Dan said. 

“Don’t we all? Given this excessive heat, no wonder,” Angie replied. 

Nothing else was said between them. Crystal got up once the plane 
left the airfield. The green light came on that it was safe to unbuckle the 
seats. She was nauseated and she felt like she was going to throw up any 
minute now. 

Crystal went to the tiny restroom, but nothing came up. She felt sick 
though. When she came out of the restroom, the professor was standing 
there. 

“Crystal, are you okay?” he asked. 

“I don’t feel too good, professor,” Crystal replied. 

“When did this start?” he asked. 

“Yesterday evening, but I’ve been feeling sort of uneasy ever since I 
got to Cairo,” she said. 

“Maybe you have caught a viral bug. Did you have all your shots?” 
he asked. 

“Yes, I took all the vaccinations required,” she said. 

“When we get back to Cairo, go to the emergency medical clinic 
downtown. They will check you out,” the professor advised. 

“T will,” Crystal said. 

Crystal returned to her seat. She didn’t feel like having anything to 
snack on. She ordered a soda beverage instead to settle her stomach. 

Within the hour, the pilot announced that they would be reaching 
the Cairo International Airport soon. Crystal couldn’t wait just to get her 
feet back on the ground. She wanted to go back to the hotel and lie down. 

The van drove back to the hotel within 30 minutes from the airport. 
Their luggage would be waiting for them at the hotel. Crystal grabbed her 
suitcase in the lobby. Crystal felt like she going to be sick again and went 
directly upstairs. In the bathroom, the contents of everything she had eaten 
the past couple of days seemed to have come up. She was running a mild 
fever too. | must have contracted a virus of some sort, she thought to herself. 
Crystal looked in the mirror. There was a rash on both sides of her face. 
She looked down at her arms. There was a rash also running down both 
her arms in small scaly patches. : 

Crystal called the front desk to inquire about the emergency medical 
center the professor talked about. The clerk said it was about three blocks 
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down. Crystal didn’t think she could walk three blocks. Crystal asked the 
clerk to call a cab for her. She walked downstairs to the lobby. Dan was 
standing in the lobby. 

“Where are you going, Crystal?” he asked. 

“I’m going to the clinic a few blocks down,” she replied. 

“Not feeling any better?” he asked. 

“No, worse. I have called a cab to pick me up,” she answered. 

“T will go with you. You shouldn’t go alone,” he said. 

Within five minutes, a cab pulled up to the hotel. Dan and Crystal got 
inside and directed the cab driver to go to the emergency clinic. 

Once there, Dan paid the cab driver. Dan went inside with Crystal. 
The receptionist handed Crystal some paperwork to fill out. She was 
wondering if they would take her health insurance cards or not. The 
receptionist said she would check it out, but not usually. After 15 minutes, 
her name was called. The nurse took her weight, temperature and vitals. 
Inside the office, a middle-aged doctor came into the examination room. 
His name tag read, “Dr. Hassan.” 

“Well, young lady, what seems to be the problem today?” he asked. 

“Not feeling too well. I have been sick at my stomach,” she said. 

“You have a temperature too. Not too bad, but still high enough at 
101.3,” he said, 

“Anything else going on?” he asked. 

“T noticed a rash today,” she said. 

“Where?” he asked. 

“On my face and arms,” she replied. 

He examined her. “Probably just the heat or the sun,” he advised. 
“When did you start not feeling well?” 

“Last night I just felt real tired, but it has been going on ever since I 
got to Cairo last Monday,” she stated. “What is wrong with me?” 

“Oh, probably a combination of the heat and a virus going around. I 
will prescribe antibiotics and you should start feeling better in a few days,” 
he advised. 

“A few days!” exclaimed Crystal. “I have an expedition on Monday.” 

“Where are you digging at?” he asked. 

“It’s a surprise. Our professor hasn't told us yet,” she replied. 
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“Should be okay as long as you rest this weekend,” he stated. He 
handed her the prescription. “You can fill this at any pharmacy. If not 
feeling better soon, come back to see me.” 

Crystal took the prescription and walked to the reception desk to 
check out. The receptionist told her she called and the office didn’t accept 
her health insurance. Crystal had to pay for the office visit by credit 
card. Dan was waiting on her in the waiting room. She told him she had 
a prescription to fill. They found a pharmacy within a block from the 
clinic. While Crystal was waiting on the prescription to be filled, Dan 
was walking around the store. He found a small coffeemaker up front with 
coffee filters and packs. He purchased the coffeemaker. The prescription 
was filled. Don walked back to the pharmacy to find Crystal paying for 
the medicine. They didn’t accept her health insurance either. 

Once the cab took them back to the hotel, Crystal went upstairs to 
her room. She took the medicine and lay down. She was sweating and her 
fever made it worse. She hoped she didn’t have some dreaded disease like 
malaria that she heard about. That evening, she felt too sick to move. She 
needed to call for help, but couldn’t get out of bed to do so. Suddenly, the 
telephone rang. It was Dan calling to check up on her. It took her a minute 
to sit up and answer the phone. 

“Crystal, are you okay? You took a while answering the phone,” he said. 

“T couldn’t move. I think I am paralyzed. I’m having trouble with my 
legs again,” she said. 

“Do you need anything?” he asked. 

“No, just rest. I still haven’t the chance to unpack yet,” she replied. 

“Don’t worry about that. Do it tomorrow or when you feel better. I 
will check on you again later on,” he said. 

“Okay, thanks. I appreciate it a bunch, Dan. You are a love,” she said. 

Crystal rested that evening. Angie was out with friends. She hadn't 
seen her since she got back to Cairo. Thank God, Crystal thought. She 
didn’t feel like arguing with Angie today. 

Dan was concerned for Crystal. He ordered some soup with chicken 
broth. About twenty minutes later, there was a knock on Crystal’s door. 
She put on her robe over her nightgown. Once she answered the door, it 
was room service delivering the warm soup. It surprised her as she wasn’t 
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expecting room service. It made Crystal feel better, but she was still sick. 
Interestingly enough, Angie never came in that evening. 

That night, Crystal didn’t bathe. She lay in bed all night. Angie finally 
came in later that night. 

“What's wrong with you?” she asked. 

“Tm sick. The doctor gave me antibiotics today to take,” Crystal stated. 

“Don’t give it to me, please,” Angie said, in a kidding nature. 

But Crystal wasn’t kidding. She knew how bad she felt. Crystal just 
wanted to go back to sleep and rest. 

Angie turned on the night lamp. “I will turn it off. I just want to get 
my gown out for bedtime,” she stated. Crystal took another antibiotic. The 
directions said, “Take one tablet every 6 hours.” 

Angie went to the bathroom and changed into her gown for bedtime. 
When she came out of the bathroom, Angie looked over at Crystal. “Wow, 
you really look terrible,” she said. 

“T feel terrible,” Crystal stated. She rolled back over on the other side 
and tried to go back to sleep. Angie got into bed then and turned off the 
night lamp. 

The following morning, Crystal woke up and felt better. Surprisingly, 
her fever was gone and her stomach felt better. Angie was no where in sight 
either. She decided to get up and dress this morning for breakfast. Crystal 
washed off before dressing. Although not 100 percent back to normal, 
she made her way downstairs to the lobby. The elevator was not full this 
morning. There were not a lot of people downstairs. 

Once seated in the restaurant, she ordered coffee and Rozz Me 
‘ammar,” a rice dish made with milk and chicken stock or broth. It is 
added to cooked rice, then cooked in the oven. While waiting on her food 
to arrive, she saw Dan coming toward her. 

“How are you feeling this morning?” he asked. 

“Better, my temperature is gone and my stomach feels a lot better than 
yesterday,” she replied. 

“Good, I was worried about you. I didn’t call you back last night 
because you sounded so ill yesterday,” he said. 

“That was all right. I went to sleep anyway,” she replied. 

“How was your soup?” he asked. 
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“You sent that? I wondered why room service delivered it. I know | 
didn’t order it,” she said. 

“I thought you might need something on your stomach last night, even 
though you didn’t feel well,” Dan replied. 

“Apparently, it did the trick,” Crystal replied. 

Dan excused himself and went upstairs. Crystal needed to find a 
Western Union office to wire her mother for money this week. 

After breakfast, Crystal inquired at the front desk about cashing a 
check for emergency cash. The hotel clerk advised that it was a policy of 
the hotel to not cash checks. It caused problems in the past and had been 
a policy for several years. He told Crystal where the Western Union Office 
was located down the street. Crystal walked down to the office and filled 
out an application to be wired to her mother. She explained her money 
was lost and to please send cash immediately. She was hoping her mother 
would get it very soon. The worker said the wire would go out by the next 
business day. 

Crystal wanted to find a Laundromat to wash her clothes. She was 
running out of clean clothes to wear. After she got back from the Western 
Union Office, she stopped at the front desk to ask about a Laundromat. 
The hotel clerk said there was one a couple of blocks down, but it only 
took change. The clerk said that she could get cash with her credit card. 
He pointed to a place around the corner of the lobby. Why hadn’t he told 
Crystal about that before? She had nearly used up the money already Dan 
had loaned her. Crystal did not have much cash now, but had her credit 
cards. Crystal went around the corner of the lobby. There stood a small 
machine. She used her Visa credit card to retrieve £50 Egyptian Pounds 
(EGP). The U.S. Dollar equals 0.12771 to 1 EGP.”° 

She then asked about a newspaper and the clerk directed her to the 
stand in the lobby. He said it only carried the local newspaper, but there 
was a gift shop just outside the lobby. 

Crystal walked outside the lobby and found the gift shop opened. 
Inside, she saw an English newspaper. She also found several postcards 
she liked. She still would need stamps though and the gift shop didn’t 
sell stamps. She purchased the newspaper, postcards and a.pack of gum 
with her credit card. Thank goodness for credit cards when they were so 


convenient. 


68 


Shattered Dreams 


Crystal made her way inside the lobby again and walked toward the 
elevator to go upstairs. “Hello there,” the voice said. 

She looked around and saw the professor standing there. “Oh, hello,” 
Crystal replied. 

“Are you feeling alright this morning?” he said. 

“I’m feeling better. I went to the clinic yesterday and got some 
antibiotics. The doctor said it was a virus,” Crystal said. 

“Good, I was worried if you were going to make it tomorrow or not,” 
the professor said. 

“Oh, yes. He said I should be fine in a few days. I already feel better 
this morning,” she answered. 

That’s all good news that it wasn’t anything serious,” he said. 

“Just going upstairs,” she answered. “I got to go in a little while and 
wash clothes, but I should be back early in the afternoon,” Crystal replied. 
“Well, be careful. Do you have anyone to go with you?” he asked. 

“No, but I figured I would be okay in the daytime,” she said. 

By then, the elevator came down. Both the professor and Crystal 
entered it to go upstairs. 

“IT would still be cautious. Don’t flash any money and keep it safely 
hidden from view,” he advised. 

“T will and don’t worry. I don’t have much cash right now,” she said. 
“T can’t find it and I only have my credit cards.” 

“What happened to yours?” he asked. 

“T can’t find it,” she said. 

“Where was the last place you put it?” he asked. 

“I thought I put it in my purse,” she answered. 

“Was your purse with you the whole time?” he asked. 

“Yes,” replied Crystal. 

“Someone could have gone into your purse at anytime, he stated. 

“T usually put it back into a pocket in my purse,” Crystal replied. 

“Well, sorry, look for it again. It should be around here unless you left 
it at the restaurant,” the professor said. 

“No, I looked for it and inquired about it twice this week. No one has 
seen it or reported it found,” Crystal said. 

“Okay, don’t worry, you will find it. It couldn’t have walked away by 
itself,” he said. 


69 


Anne R. Murray 


He’s so handsome, Crystal thought to herself, but he is so much older. 
Crystal would have to find out his age. He was the wiser and older professor, 
her prince charming. Crystal wanted to kiss him, but afraid it was only a 
school girl crush. 

The elevator stopped on the third floor. Both the professor and Crystal 
got off. The professor walked past Crystal as she entered her room. By then, 
the maid had been inside and cleaned the room. It smelled good and clean. 
The maid also changed the sheets. Crystal remembered to take another 
antibiotic this morning. The doctor said it would take a period of seven 
days to clear, but it was obviously helping her. Crystal gathered the dirty 
clothes she needed cleaning. Most of them were clothes she wore at the 
expedition. She added her nightgowns and lingerie. As she was putting the 
clothes to be washed in a laundry bag, Angie came into the room. 

“I’m going to wash clothes. I should be back early this afternoon,” 
Crystal said. 

“Okay, but I won’t be in here anyway,” Angie replied. 

Crystal took the bag of clothes and walked the two blocks to the 
Laundromat. It was not written in English so she had trouble understanding 
the sign. As she entered the Laundromat, a machine stood at the left. It 
read £2.00 per wash and per dry load. Crystal found a machine that could 
convert bills into change. She converted four bills into change. She washed 
a load of clothes and then put it into the dryer. An hour had already gone 
by. It was getting later in the afternoon by now. How long did it take for 
clothes to dry anyway? She had to fold up the clothes after they finished 
drying and put them into the bag to take back to the hotel. Within a half- 
hour, the clothes were finally dried. Crystal folded them up and neatly put 
them into the bag. She walked the distance back to the hotel and took the 
clothes upstairs. 

When she got back to the hotel room, Crystal put the money away ina 
secure place. She could always use her credit cards too for emergencies. She 
put her money away in a good place she thought that no one could find. 

Crystal put up the clothes that she had folded up at the Laundromat. 
By now, it was nearly 2:00 o'clock. She took an early shower and washed 
her hair. The water felt good as she did not bathe last night. She was 
debating on what to wear for dinner tonight. She decided on casual pants 
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and a comfortable shirt. Crystal skipped lunch today so it would be good 
to eat dinner. 

There was a knock on her door that afternoon. As she opened it, she 
got the shock of her life. It was Dan holding a coffeemaker. He had also 
purchased the coffee filters and coffee packs. 

“Oh my goodness, you didn’t have to do that,” she said. 

“Nonsense, what are friends for. You can pay me back when you have 
the money,” he said. 

“I wired my mother this morning. Hopefully, I will hear from her 
soon,” she replied. 

Crystal invited him inside. She tried the coffeemaker out. Crystal 
plugged up the coffeemaker, getting a small carafe of water and pouring the 
water inside. After the coffee brewed, there was enough for four 8-ounce 
cups. Thank goodness the maid left Styrofoam cups this morning. She 
poured Dan a cup of coffee then. 

“Do you like cream or sugar with yours?” she asked. Crystal had 
brought up a few packets of cream and sugar the other day. 

“No, just black, thank you,” he replied. 

She poured herself a cup and sat down at the table beside Dan on the 
small balcony outside. She took a sip of the hot coffee. Crystal said, “You 
know this is pretty good coffee for a small coffeemaker.” 

“This and Turkish coffee are the best, I think,” Dan replied. 

“T will have to bring some more cream and sugar packets up tomorrow 
from the restaurant,’ Crystal said. 

Crystal looked at Dan. She was not romantically interested in him, 
but she felt a little sorry for him now. 

“Tm sorry about the other night, the night you first kissed me. I 
couldn’t have invited you in anyway as Angie was inside the room,” Crystal 
said. 

“Oh, really. I just wanted to kiss you again, Crystal,” Dan replied. 

“I know, but I thought it might lead to more things,” Crystal said. 

“Like what?” Dan asked. 

“Like other things,” Crystal replied. “I talked to Angie the other day. 
She said you tried to get her into bed pretty fast while you two dated.” 

“Angie is a slut,” he replied. 

“Dan, that’s not very nice,” Crystal replied. 
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“I mean no disrespect towards women, but Angie dated other men 
while she dated me. She would also go out and get drunk a lot,” replied Dan. 

“Were you intimate with her?” asked Crystal. She knew it was none of 
her business, but she wanted to know. 

“Not at first, then as we got to know each other a little better, we had 
sex once or twice,” he said. 

“Dan, you need to know something. I have not been intimate with 
anyone,” Crystal said. 

“You mean you are a virgin?” he asked. 

Crystal nodded and said, “Yes.” 

“No wonder you felt so refreshing. Most girls nowadays have sex by 
the time they are out of high school,” Dan replied. 

“My mother was scorned through her divorce. Somehow her negativism 
affected my dating world,” replied Crystal. 

“Don’t let that stop you from having your own life and enjoying it 
too,” he replied. 

“T don’t, but I just haven’t found the right person yet either,” she said. 

Dan looked at Crystal. He said nothing at this point. He felt the best 
thing to do was be quiet for now. 

Dan kissed Crystal on the cheek. It wasn’t the long passionate kiss of 
the other night, but rather a friendly kiss. He then left the room. Crystal 
was actually glad. She let him know that she was a nice girl and wasn’t 
going all the way with him. 
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Later that evening... 

At 6:00 p.m., Crystal went downstairs to the restaurant for dinner. She 
decided on a salad with chicken meat. She had soup as an appetizer and 
tea to drink. She didn’t see anyone she knew in the restaurant. She had no 
idea where Dan was this evening. She ate dinner and started toward the 
elevator to go back upstairs. Crystal noticed that some of the students were 
in the bar alongside the restaurant. The professor met up with Crystal as 
he walked out of the elevator. 

“You look like you are feeling even better tonight,” the professor said. 

“Yes, I am, but I didn’t feel like getting outside much today,” she 
replied. 

“No, you don’t need to get out in this hot sun,” he replied. 

“Aren’t you going to join the others?” he asked. 

“No, I’m not of legal age to drink yet,” she replied. 

“How old are you?” he asked. 

“Nineteen,” Crystal answered. 

“Wow, that is young. I thought you were twenty-one. You are still 
basically a teenager,” the professor said. 

“Everybody tells me how young I am, but I feel grown-up,” replied 
Crystal. 

“What about just sitting in the bar area with us. You can have 
something other than alcohol to drink,” the professor said. 

“Okay, I guess that wouldn’t cause any harm,” she replied. Crystal 
walked back to the bar area with the professor. Once seated, she ordered 
a non-alcoholic drink. The professor ordered a glass of wine. Once the 
drinks were served to their table, Crystal had the urge to ask the professor 
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a question. “Professor, would it be all right to take a sip of your wine?” 
she asked. 

“Tt is illegal for the bartender to serve you alcohol as he could be fined 
or lose his license if he did,” he said. 

“Okay, I just wanted a small sip anyway,” she replied. 

“Better stop or people would think you are the teacher’s pet,” Professor 
Smith said. He smiled when he said that. Crystal smiled too. This was 
one of the first times she smiled since coming to Cairo. The only time 
she smiled was when with the professor. Crystal liked the professor, but 
whether it was a crush or not, she didn’t know. 

“Where is your roommate tonight?” the professor asked. 

“She’s usually out in the evenings. I don’t think she likes me very 
much.” Crystal said. 

“Why do you say that?” he asked. 

“Because she likes Dan. I and Dan have had dinner together a few 
times this past week,” Crystal replied. 

“I see, maybe it just appears that way to you. I wouldn't worry about 
it,” the professor said. 

But worry about it she did. She didn’t quite trust Angie in her feelings 
towards Dan. At the same time, she wasn’t sure Dan was upfront with his 
feelings about Angie. . 

“Professor, are you married or have children?” Crystal asked. 

“I have one daughter, Shannon, around six years old,” the professor 
said. He took out his cell phone to show her a photo of his daughter. 

“She’s gorgeous!” Crystal exclaimed. 

“She resembles her mother. Trudy is a young beautiful woman, 
although she is ten years older than you. She has many of your features 
though,” the professor said. 

Now Crystal knew the attraction between them now. She was the 
image of his wife. 

“How did you two meet?” Crystal asked. 

“We actually had met at college several years ago. Trudy was in graduate 
college and I was finishing up my post-doctoral program,” Professor Smith 
replied. : 

“Where is your wife now?” Crystal asked. 
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“We are divorced. Trudy filed for divorce when Shannon was just a 
baby,” the professor said. He had sadness in his eyes then. 

“What happened or is it none of my business?” she asked. 

“It’s okay. Trudy used to take trips and expeditions with me until she 
had Shannon. With a young baby, she had to stay at home to care for her. 
I was gone most of the time and she finally got tired of being alone. When 
Shannon was two years old, our divorce became final,” the professor said. 

“Do you get to see your little girl?” asked Crystal. 

“Not that often. Her mother remarried shortly after we divorced and 
moved to New Jersey. She has a three-year old son now,” he said. 

After the small group of students talked about adventures and what 
was coming up next week, the group started to break up. The professor 
and Crystal were the last to leave the bar area. 

“Professor, do you mind walking me to the elevator? I would feel safer,” 
Crystal said. 

“Of course not, he answered. As they walked toward the elevator, the 
professor asked, “Did you find your money?” 

“No, I didn’t. I think it is lost or gone by now,” she replied. 

“Be patient. It may show up soon,” he replied. 

Crystal thought to herself, J doubt it. 

Both Crystal and the professor got on the elevator and went upstairs. 
“Professor, where is your room upstairs?” 

“Same floor as yours, around the corridor,” he replied. He didn’t tell 
her which room though. 

They walked out of the elevator. The professor and Crystal stopped 
in front of her room. “Well, goodnight, professor. Thanks so much for 
walking me up.” 

“You are welcome. Goodnight, Crystal,” he replied. The professor 
waited for her to go inside and walked down the hall, whistling to himself. 

Crystal was not sleepy yet. She had had a good day and evening. She 
especially liked the way it ended. Or was it ended? She dreamed of what it 
would be like with the professor as a friend. How she wanted to kiss him 
tonight. He was so good-looking and her prince charming. 

Inside the room, Crystal didn’t see Angie. Apparently, her roommate 
was out for the evening. Crystal went inside the closet and took her purse 
out. There was nothing in it. Since Thursday night, she was careful not to 
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leave anymore money or credit cards in it alone. She turned on the lamp 
on the nightstand. That was the only light in the room. 

She decided she wanted to cool off and get some fresh air. Crystal went 
outside on the balcony. She closed the door leading outside and sat down 
in one of the chairs. The evening air was lovely and felt good. It was a little 
cooler outside this evening. The moon and stars were out bright tonight. 

While Crystal was looking up at the sky, she heard voices entering 
the room. She recognized the voices as that of her roommate and a male 
voice. It sounded like Phil’s voice. She couldn’t tell for certain and she 
didn’t want to walk inside the room just yet. She was enjoying the view 
outside on the balcony. 

Angie and the male were laughing. They were playing around or joking 
with one another. 

“Where’s your roommate?” asked the male voice. 

“I don’t know. Out, I guess,” Angie answered. “She is usually in here by 
now and I can’t bring anyone up. She goes to bed at 9:30 o'clock anyway.” 

“Maybe she’s having fun,” answered the male. 

“She’s a nerd, like Dan,” Angie giggled. 

“She is a nice girl,” the male said. 

“She’s a piece of work,” replied Angie. “Dan deserves her. She’s a 
virgin.” Angie laughed then. “I think she is enchanted with the professor. 
I saw them sitting downstairs tonight. She also told on me that night I was 
out. It had to be her, although she denies it.” 

Crystal covered her mouth. She was astonished and surprised that 
Angie was making fun of her personal life. Crystal continued to listen to 
them talk inside the room. 

“Do you want something to drink, baby?” Angie asked. 

“The bar is downstairs and I don’t care to go back downstairs,” the 
male replied. 

“You don’t have to,” Angie replied. She walked to the closet and 
opened the compartment to her suitcase that she normally kept locked. 
Inside, Angie found a bottle of wine. She took the bottle of wine out of 
her suitcase, along with a corkscrew. 

“Can you unscrew this?” she asked. While the male was.opening the 
wine bottle, Angie got two plastic cups beside the sink. The male poured 
two full cups of wine for them. Angie and the male drank the wine on 
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her bed. “At least, I’m not a virgin,” Angie said, as she batted her eyes and 
flirted with the male visitor. 

“Come on, she never did anything to you,” the male said. 

“She’s so pretty,” Angie said, as she stumbled forward. “It is so bloody 
refreshing, mate.” Angie tried to imitate a British accent as she sat on 
her bed. 

“Cut it out, Angie. You're drunk,” the male said. “Where did you get 
all this booze, anyway?” 

“Where do you think?” Angie asked. “I stole it.” Angie was acting 
intoxicated as she stumbled around her bed. 

“Stole it?” the male asked. 

“I stole from people and bought it,” Angie replied. She started to 
hiccup now. 

“Stop kidding, Angie. We better get out of here before your roommate 
comes back,” the male said. 

“Yes, we wouldn’t want the little darling to disturb us, would we?” 
Angie asked. She chuckled as she flew her arms up in a wave-like motion. 

After several minutes of cutting up behavior, an intoxicated Angie and 
male figure left the room. 

Sitting quietly in the chair outside, Crystal waited a minute until she 
was sure that she no longer heard voices inside the room. She stood up. 
No one was in the room. She slowly opened the door and came inside 
the room. She stood there for a minute shaken. How could someone 
she trusted be so callous and disrespectful towards her behind her back? 
Crystal didn’t know what to do, but she knew she could no longer trust 
her roommate. She found out that night that she couldn’t trust Angie. It 
confirmed her intuition about her. Angie was a very attractive girl, but 
seemed so ugly now to Crystal. How could such a pretty girl be so ugly 
and heartless on the inside? 

Crystal looked around the room. Nothing seemed to be touched or 
disturbed. She located the money that she hid that day. It was secured and 
a good idea to keep it a secret from Angie. She walked across the room 
and opened the closet. Angie’s suitcase sat inside the corner of the closet. 
Crystal was reaching to make sure her purse was still in the closet when 
something caught her eye. Angie’s suitcase was open. Angie not only had 
forgotten to lock her suitcase, she had forgotten to lock the compartment 


ef 


Anne R. Murray 


back. Crystal wasn’t quite sure what it was. As she lifted the suitcase 
compartment, something heavy jingled. Carefully, Crystal lifted the top 
of the compartment. There were bottles of wine, gin, vodka and liquor in 
there. 

Crystal hurriedly closed the top of the compartment and closed the 
closet. She didn’t want Angie to reappear in the room and find her in her 
suitcase. After all, it was Angie’s suitcase, but it was filled with alcoholic 
beverages. 

Crystal was afraid now. Should she call someone? Here she had been 
worried about Angie and her roommate was talking behind her back. She 
decided to get ready for bed. She turned on the television and decided 
it was best to say nothing to Angie or anyone else for now. As she was 
washing her face and brushing her teeth, Angie reappeared in the room. 

“There you are. You had a compliment tonight. Phil said you were 
really a sweet girl,” Angie said. She didn’t appear as intoxicated as before. 
Maybe she sobered up some before coming back to the room. 

“Oh, really. Is that who you were with tonight?” Crystal asked. 

“Yes,” Angie answered. 

Crystal didn’t care what Angie said tonight. She was hurt inside. 

As Crystal was changing into her nightgown in the bathroom, Angie 
opened the closet. She noticed that she had left the suitcase opened, as well 
as the compartment. She quickly closed and locked both of them. 

Crystal came out of the bathroom. She went to the closet to hang up 
her clothes. She noticed that Angie’s suitcase was locked this time. Crystal 
didn’t say anything to Angie about her suitcase. She wouldn't dare. 

Crystal got into bed and watched television for a little while. She tried 
to act cordial towards Angie, but knew inside that Angie’s friendliness was 
just an act now. 

Crystal had a hard time going to sleep. She tossed and turned most of 
the night. She was disturbed by tonight’s conversation between Angie and 
Phil. In the middle of the night, Crystal managed to close her eyes and 
sleep a little. Her dream tonight took her to a different place. She was in a 
bar somewhere. There was a girl sitting beside her, drinking and slurring 
her words. The girl was flapping her shoulders and singing, ‘Come on and 
dance with me.’ When she stood up, she said, “You are out of luck, mate.” 
She began to laugh at Crystal. Then, without warning, Crystal was back 
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into that deep, dark place she was the night before. This is where the dream 
turned into a nightmare. 

She saw the figure of a man. As he opened his mouth, blood started 
pouring, spattering out onto the ground and flowing as a red river. He was 
laughing and cackling at her. As she approached closer, his laughter got 
louder. She heard him whisper, “Dark spirits are real — there is one close 
to you! They want your blood, heart and soul!” 

This was terrifying to Crystal. Crystal wanted the dream to end, but 
it wouldn't. How frightening and scary this dream was! What did it all 
mean? Crystal put her hands to her mouth and began to scream. She 
screamed out loud until she awoke from her dream. She looked around 
the room. The alarm clock read, “5:00 a.m.” She had 30 more minutes 
to sleep. She looked over and saw that Angie was still sleeping. She didn’t 
wake Angie. She let the alarm clock wake her up this morning. 
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Later that morning... 

Crystal got up and brewed herself a pot of fresh coffee in the 
coffeemaker. As she was waiting for coffee, she got dressed. She thought 
about what she would say or do next. She decided to keep quiet for now. 
If she told Dan, he would go directly to Angie. She knew it and feared it. 

She drank her cup of coffee while she finished getting ready this 
morning. When Angie awoke, she said nothing to her. She did her usual 
routine this morning and went downstairs to the restaurant. As she was 
eating her meal, Dan appeared. “Hello, Crystal, how are you?” he asked. 

“T’m fine and you?” she asked. 

“You look tired,” he replied. 

“T didn’t sleep very well last night,” she replied. 

“T’m sorry, is there anything wrong?” he asked. 

“T have something upsetting me, but I will work it out myself,” she said. 

“What is it?” he asked. 

“Something I need to resolve myself,” she answered. 

“You aren't upset with me, are you?” Dan asked. 

“No, it has nothing to do with you,” Crystal said. “Would you happen 
to know where the professor would be this time of the morning?” 

“Why would you want to talk with the professor?” he asked. 

“T just need to talk to him, that’s all,” she advised. Crystal only trusted 
one person right now, the professor. 

Dan said, “Go to the front desk. Maybe they can give you his room 
number or you can leave a message for him.” 


“T will,” replied Crystal. She was relieved when Dan walked away from 


the table. 
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After breakfast, Crystal checked with the front desk. The hotel couldn't 
give her his room number for security reasons, but said that he checked 
in periodically for messages. She gave a message to the hotel clerk to give 
to him when he called down from his room. She didn’t have long to wait. 
As she turned around to leave the reception desk, the professor came 
up, inquiring about messages. “Hello, Professor Smith. May I see you a 
minute?” Crystal asked. 

“Sure, what is the matter? You look upset,” the professor said. Crystal 
had a frown on her face. 

“T am very upset. Can we talk in private, please?” she asked. 

“Come with me. We can talk in private while drinking coffee,” he 
said. The professor led Crystal to the restaurant. There in the corner they 
sat. Crystal asked the professor if she could change roommates or even to 
another room that day. 

“Why in such a hurry?” he asked. “Is there something wrong with 
your roommate?” 

“Let’s just say we have different personalities. We just don’t click and 
never have really gotten along,” Crystal answered. 

“All right, I understand. Why didn’t you tell me this before? We have 
had others in the past that didn’t get along. You aren't the first and probably 
won't be the last,” the professor said. 

“I just didn’t want to cause trouble or make waves,” Crystal replied. 
“Why was I sharing a room with Angie anyway?” 

“The university did that, not I. They usually go by who applies first,” 
the professor replied. “You aren’t causing trouble; just an inconvenience 
for you.” 

“Professor, is Angie’s father a medical doctor?” Crystal asked. 

“Yes, he is a pediatrician at the hospital in Phoenix. He is a major 
contributor and donated several thousands of dollars to our university. He 
raised nearly $300,000 in our fundraiser for our medical center last year,” 
the professor advised. 

“I was afraid of that,” Crystal stated. Her face almost went pale white 
at that moment. It would be her word against Angie’s. How could she 
fight her father? He had an outstanding reputation with the community 
and university. 

“How’s that?” the professor asked. 
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“My mother raised me as a single parent. I can’t fight the reputation 
of a rich medical doctor nor can my mother. I can’t prove that Angie stole 
my money out of my purse, however, I have a feeling she might of,” Crystal 
replied. 

“How do you know that? Do you have substantial proof she did?” he 
asked. The professor acted as if he didn’t believe her. 

“T heard her in a conversation with another student last night say she 
stole from others, but she was in a drunken state,” Crystal replied. 

“Crystal, I think you are doing the right thing though. I will look for 
another room for you and let you know something soon,” the professor 
said. “Anything else you want to tell me?” 

“No,” she replied. Crystal did not say anything about the alcoholic 
bottles she found in Angie’s suitcase last night. She felt that was a legal 
matter as she was going into someone else’s property without permission. 
Crystal stood up from the table. “Thank you, professor,” she said. 

“You are welcome. I will get back with you today, probably this 
afternoon,” he said. 

“By the way, what room are you in, just in case I need you?” she asked. 

“Room 324,” he answered. 

Crystal then went upstairs. She didn’t have time to pack her suitcases. 
She would have to do that this afternoon. When she got to the room, Angie 
was inside. She didn’t want to let Angie aware of what was really going on. 
She just knew it was time to get out of there. Her gut feeling told her so. 

“Oh, there you are. When did we get a coffeemaker in here?” Angie 
asked. 

“Oh, Dan brought that to me yesterday when I was sick,” Crystal 
answered. 

“T didn’t know you had one until I woke up this morning,” Angie said. 

Crystal looked at the half full pot of coffee. Angie must have poured 
herself a cup of coffee. Crystal poured herself another cup of coffee. At least 
she would save on buying coffee downstairs. Just then, Angie said nothing 
else and walked out of the hotel room. 

The bus ride seemed to last a long time. The professor explained that 
the actual digging would be at a different site than before. Although 
it was only 15.2 miles from Cairo, it took about 28 minutes. Crystal’s 
excitement grew as they got closer to the site. She knew of the name but 


82 


Shattered Dreams 


never imagined she would actually be here someday. That someday was 
today. The bus finally stopped in front of the site. It was at the Sphinx, 
Giza Plateau, near Cairo, Egypt. 

How in wonder it looked - the gigantic emperor’s head on a lion’s body. 
Crystal stepped off the bus and joined the group forming outside the bus. 
The professor said this would be a different day than the rest. He called 
out partners he assigned. Crystal would be with Phil instead of Dan. The 
two would be joining the expedition going on at the side of the pyramids. 

With supervision, Phil and Crystal would be digging for artifacts 
themselves this morning. They would be partners for the week. They were 
given small instruments for digging. Regular shovels would be too sharp 
for smaller artifacts. The instruments would be used to prevent scratching 
or damaging ancient artifacts that would be more delicate in their physical 
state. 

Crystal was getting hot as she began digging. The sand was soft, but 
it was porous as well. She spent half the morning digging a small area in 
a blocked off site. Phil was digging in another small area of the same site 
directly across from Crystal. This is where Archeology comes alive as the 
culture of ancient civilization is discovered through their soil and earth 
itself. 

Finding nothing but dried sand and muddied particles, Crystal took 
her midmorning break. She found Phil near the ice chest retrieving a bottle 
of cool water. Crystal sat down next to him, drinking her bottled water 
she brought. 

“Have you found anything yet?” Crystal asked. 

“Nothing yet, but the day has just started,” Phil advised. 

“I wonder how long we will be here,” Crystal said. 

“T don’t know. As long as the professor allows, I guess,” replied Phil. 

He didn’t seem as knowledgeable as Dan, but was a friendly fellow, 
Crystal thought. 

After five minutes, both Phil and Crystal went back to work. Crystal 
was getting hot working under the extreme heat of the sun. It would get 
up to 110° Fahrenheit today according to the weather forecast. The heat 
beat down on her as she steadily shoveled little by little at the loose dirt 
and debris under the sand. It was hard on the surface, but loosened up 
with some effort. 
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Just then, a student on the other side of the pyramids called out 
to the professor. It was a female student shouting and running towards 
the excavation. The student seemed excited and was uttering words that 
Crystal couldn’t understand too well from her distance. Crystal looked 
up as the professor and another man ran following her. Excavations were 
going everywhere around the pyramids, so careful management of the 
grounds were needed. It was important to watch where one walked along 
the blocked areas. 

Within 30 minutes, an excited professor emerged with a genuine 
artifact in his hand. It was a small fragment that Crystal couldn’t make 
out the piece. She was too far away to recognize what the artifact actually 
was. Someone has found something in the ground. A discovery is amazing 
and for a student, even more so. This excited her and she was dying to find 
out what was found. Perhaps she would learn soon. 

Crystal kept digging even harder, but came up with nothing but small 
pebbles and rocks in the ground. Lunch would be here soon. She glanced 
at her watch and still had time until lunchtime. She wiped the sweat from 
her brow and realized that her arms were turning red. She got out her 
sunscreen from her knapsack and applied to her arms and legs. She put on 
plastic gloves as the oil from the sunscreen may affect chemical properties 
of artifacts found. 

After 30 minutes, everyone was quitting to go eat lunch. This was 
a good break for Crystal. She saw Phil finishing up his area. She asked 
him if he was going to lunch. He said he was and would follow her in a 
minute. Crystal walked away and went to the tent for lunch. She did not 
see Phil there. 

Crystal ordered a cheese sandwich for lunch. As she sat down at one 
of the chairs outside, she ate her lunch. While sitting, she saw Phil walk 
towards the tent. 

“Phil!” exclaimed Crystal. “I thought I had lost you.” 

“Oh, no. I finished digging and went over to find out what all the 
excitement was earlier this morning,” Phil replied. 

Curious to know herself, Crystal asked, “What did you find out?” 

“Some students found a partial piece of stone. They are saying it is a 
small partial of the Sphinx,” Phil advised. 


84 


Shattered Dreams 


“Really, the Sphinx!” Crystal exclaimed. She couldn’t contain her 
excitement then. 

“Yes, the professor is having an expert look at it now to determine its 
age, replied Phil. 

“Can't they determine that without the exact age?” asked Crystal. 

“Apparently some Egyptologists believe the Sphinx was built by 
pharaoh Chephren in the 4" Dynasty, while others think it is far older than 
that. This would put the theory that Chephren only restored the Sphinx 
during his reign. It was estimated to be at least 5,000 years old,”"” replied 
Phil. Now he was sounding more like Dan, Crystal thought. 

“That is all exciting news. I studied the Sphinx in school. It is part of 
the Lost Pyramid, according to history,” replied Crystal. 

“Yes and a valuable piece of information. It tells us how the ancient 
civilization lived and worshipped their many gods,” Phil answered. 

“Naturally there is only one God, but it is interesting just the same,” 
replied Crystal. 

Phil excused himself then to go get lunch. When he came back outside 
the tent, he sat next to Crystal. 

Just then, Phil looked straight ahead in the distance. He was somewhat 
distracted by something. A couple stood about 100 feet away. They were 
standing close to each other. 

“What’s wrong, Phil? You look distracted by something,” Crystal said. 

“Oh, it is nothing. I thought I saw something. That is all,” he replied. 
Phil continued to eat his lunch. 

After they finished lunch, Phil and Crystal walked back to the 
excavation they were working on. Crystal looked down at the pile of sand 
and debris on top of each other at the edge of the hole in the ground. 

Phil’s digging pile looked higher than hers. Both students continued 
to work hard digging through the earth and soil. Maybe there was buried 
treasure beneath the soil just waiting to be discovered. Crystal was getting 
hotter and sweatier by the minute. She had worn khaki shorts today with a 
cool shirt, sunhat and sunglasses. She kept wiping the sweat off her brow. 
She needed a towel to absorb the sweat on her face. She decided to take a 
water break a little early. She motioned to Phil that she was taking a break. 
He nodded back at her as if he understood. 
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Crystal went to the restroom, but there was no running water - only 
the portable toilets that were actually like outhouses. She wanted to wash 
her face. She poured a little of the cool water from her bottled water and 
splashed her face. How it felt so good! She found a cool spot to sit for a 
minute and take a sip of water. Crystal noticed redness on her arms, like 
a rash. She looked at them. They were similar to the rash she experienced 
before last Friday. They were sort of like small, red patchy scales that looked 
like they were spreading on her arms. 

“You're sweating,” a voice behind her said. This startled Crystal, but 
she recognized it as a masculine voice. 

Crystal looked around wondering if it was Phil or Dan. It was neither. 
It was the professor. 

“Hey, Professor Smith. I was so hot that I just needed a place to cool 
off,” she replied. 

“You look red as a beet. Are you okay?” the professor asked. 

“Yes, I'm just sweating badly,” Crystal replied. 

“Relax here until you feel better. You have fair skin and these 
temperatures are pretty hot,” the professor replied. 

“Thanks, I will continue in a minute,” Crystal replied. 

“No problem. Some students have had heat strokes out here due to the 
excessive heat. You need to cool off,” Professor Smith said. 

“I hope that doesn’t happen to me,” Crystal replied. 

“Okay, be careful. Do you have sunscreen with you?” he asked. 

“Yes, I’ve applied it twice already,” she replied. 

“I would put it on every hour you are out in the sun here,” he replied. 

“T will, thanks for the advice,” she replied. 

The professor walked towards the excavation site, leaving Crystal 
sitting under the shade alone. After another few minutes, she felt cooler 
and stood up. She walked back to the excavation, where Phil was still 
digging. She would try to make the rest of the afternoon. She had to — she 
had no other option. 

Phil looked sweaty too, but he kept digging that afternoon without 
a break. The professor said he wanted to continue digging, but with the 
excessive hot weather, he called it a day at the usual time. Everyone looked 
weary and tired this afternoon. 
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The group headed back to the hotel. Crystal was glad as the digging 
was harder than it looked. Crystal wanted to take a shower to cool off. 
However, she needed to pack first. When the bus got back to the hotel, 
Crystal went to her room to pack up her clothes and belongings. Angie 
did not return to the room that afternoon. That was better on Crystal. The 
phone rang suddenly. It was the professor saying he had located another 
room for her. “Your new roommate is Jean and she is an undergraduate 
student too. Her roommate had to leave yesterday. Her father had a heart 
attack and is hospitalized in critical condition. She had to fly home last 
night,” the professor stated. 

“T know Jean. I had met her before the first night,” Crystal replied. 

“Good. She is a quiet girl and will cause you no trouble,” the professor 
advised. 

“What room is she in?” Crystal asked. 

“Room 105 downstairs on the first floor,” the professor said. 

“You don’t have another room on the third floor?” Crystal asked. 

“No, I’m sorry. It’s either this room or nothing else right now,” he said. 

“Okay, I'll take it. Can I get someone to help me move today?” Crystal 
asked. 

“You can get a bellhop to get a cart to move your luggage and 
belongings,” he said. 

“Thanks so much,” she replied. 

Within an hour, Crystal was completely packed. All her clothes and 
items were in suitcases. Her pantsuit she could hang up on the rack as the 
bellhop carried the cart downstairs. She remembered where she had hidden 
the money — all was accounted for. Crystal even packed up the coffeemaker 
Dan had bought for her during the week. She called the front desk to get a 
bellhop to help her move her stuff to the new room downstairs. He brought 
up a cart to transport her luggage and belongings. He loaded up the cart. 

Crystal exited the room with purse in one hand and the room key in 
the other hand. The front desk had keyed another key for her for the new 
room. Once the bellhop brought the cart down, he unloaded the cart. 
Crystal gave him the old key to Room 301 and a good tip for the help with 
the move. He gave her a new key to Room 105. 

Crystal unpacked everything in the luggage, hanging up her clothes 
in the closet. She unpacked her lingerie and nightwear, this time putting 
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it on the left side of the dresser. She would be sleeping in the left bed this 
time. She got out her toiletries and placed in the bathroom. She put her 
makeup and hairbrush on the dresser as she did her previous room. 

The room looked the same as upstairs, except on the first floor, there 
was no balcony outside. There were only curtains that looked out of a clear 
glass door. The first floor rooms surrounded the wading pool area. Crystal 
would miss the balcony, but she didn’t miss the company. 

Crystal settled into her new environment, where she would be for the 
rest of the trip. Her new roommate hadn't come in yet. She didn’t know 
if Jean would know if she got a new roommate or not. Crystal plugged in 
the coffeemaker. Obviously, Jean didn’t have one either. 

Crystal walked back outside down to the Western Union office. The 
worker said her application did get wired last night and they just had a 
reply late this afternoon. Her mother wired $500 dollars to sustain her for 
a while. It would have to last at least a few weeks. Crystal had cash on hand 
now, as well as the little bit of money she took out of the small machine. 
That was a big surprise for her. Crystal carefully secured the cash in her 
pocket as the professor advised. She needed to pay Dan back too. 
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Later that evening... 

It was early in the evening by now. Crystal took a shower before 
dinner. The water was cool and felt good against her reddish skin. Looking 
into the mirror, she had noticed a rash across her face and cheeks. She was 
sunburned, despite applying sunscreen at least three times today to exposed 
skin. She applied cocoa butter to her face, arms and legs. It felt so good and 
soothing. She dressed as best as she could, still relinquishing the effects 
of the sun, although it was soothing a little by now. The facial cream and 
makeup made her face glow even mote. It would be very pretty in a couple 
of days with a tanning glow. 

That evening, a sunburned Crystal went to the restaurant for dinner. 
She was hurting from head to toe. Dan met her walking in the lobby. 

“Man, you sure got a lot of sun today,” Dan said. 

“It hurts too. I applied sunscreen today to no avail,” Crystal said. 

“Oh, it helped you more than you think. You were probably already 
sunburned when you did though. Did you put anything on it?” he asked. 

“Yes, cocoa butter,” Crystal replied. 

“You need something else. I have some Bactine spray upstairs you can 
spray on it,” Dan said. 

Crystal followed Dan upstairs to his room. “You need to come in 
where I can spray you,” Dan said. 

“Okay,” she replied. 

Dan took a can of Bactine out of his suitcase. He sprayed the sunburn 
areas — especially the back of her legs, arms and sprayed into her hands to 
wipe on her face. 


“What about your back?” he asked. 
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“T had on a shirt today that hid my back from the sun,” Crystal replied. 
But the front of her neck and shoulders were red too. Dan sprayed her neck 
and shoulders also. 

“Just led this absorb through your skin. You will start feeling better. 
At least that heat won't be as intense as before,” Dan said. 

Crystal went back downstairs with Dan. They went to the restaurant. 
As they were being seated for dinner, Crystal remarked that the skin seem 
to calm down some by then. 

“Good, you need to buy you some. I would give you mine, but I only 
have one can of Bactine with me,” he replied. 

“I need to go to the pharmacy. I need to buy some more sunscreen too. 
At this rate, I will be completely out by next week,” she replied. 

“There is a pharmacy store nearby. The one we went to before when 
you were sick. I don’t know how long they stay open. I will walk with you 
tonight there after dinner,’ Dan said. 

“Thank you,” Crystal said. She couldn't believe a word Angie said 
about Dan. To her, he was a thoughtful and kind person. 

After dinner, they walked the few blocks to the pharmacy. The store 
stayed opened until later this evening. Crystal bought a can of Bactine, 
extra strength sunscreen and lip balm. As she walked back to the hotel 
with Dan, he carried her bag for her. “Are you still hurting?” asked Dan. 

“Not as badly as before. The Bactine helped soothe that burn,” Crystal 
replied. 

“Good, you need to be careful this summer. Your skin is so fair and 
not used to this kind of heat,” he said. 

“I know. Thanks again,” she replied. 

“You are welcome. You have a special place in my heart,” Dan said. 

By that time, they had reached the hotel. Dan and Crystal entered the 
hotel entrance. Crystal was tired and sunburned, but she wasn’t sleepy yet. 

“Dan, I would like to try a glass of wine one time,” Crystal said, as she 
looked at the bar beside the restaurant. 

“But you are not old enough to drink,” Dan replied. 

“Well, you are and could give me a sip of yours,” replied Crystal. 

“No, Crystal. I’m not going to play that game with you. J don’t like to 
drink anyway,’ Dan said. 
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“Okay Dan, but don’t blame a girl for trying. I just want to live a little 
while I’m here,” Crystal replied. 

Dan walked Crystal to her room. They stopped at her room. Dan 
handed her bag to her. The full moon had been out tonight and the stars 
shining above. Something magical about the moment, Crystal thought to 
herself. It seemed romantic as she had looked up at the sky. She wanted 
Dan to kiss her again tonight. Crystal started to reach over to hold his 
hand. As she looked over toward his way, Dan started yawning. He said he 
was getting sleepy. “I better go. It is getting my bedtime,” he said. 

Crystal looked at her watch. It was getting to be 8:00 p.m. Dan kissed 
Crystal on the cheek. It wasn’t the long passionate kiss she anticipated, but 
rather a friendly kiss. He then left. 

Once in the room, Crystal changed into a cool thin gown and prepared 
for bedtime. She washed her face and brushed her teeth before bedtime. 
She sprayed more Bactine on her sunburned areas and turned on television 
for a while. She was watching some program on an English speaking 
channel. At least the room was air conditioned, which made life happier 
right now. 

Jean entered the room then. She looked shocked to see who her new 
roommate was. 

“You are my new roommate?” asked Jean. 

“I’m afraid so,” Crystal replied. 

“The professor said I would get one later today, but I had no idea 
when,” Jean said. 

“T didn’t know either until this afternoon,” Crystal replied. 

“T thought you already had a roommate?” Jean asked. 

“T did, but I moved,” Crystal said. 

“Why?” asked Jean. 

“A rather long story, but I think it had to do with preferences,” Crystal 
said. “We were two totally different people, that’s all.” Crystal didn’t want 
to go into the real reason she had moved. 

“Oh, my last roommate just left last night. Her father had a heart 
attack and is in critical condition,” Jean answered. 

“I know. The professor told me,” Crystal said. 

“Betty was a very sweet girl. I will miss her,” Jean replied. 

“Can't she come back?” Crystal asked. 
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“She could, but I think she wanted to go home. She cried all day 
when she got the news. Her mother had called from the hospital yesterday 
morning,” Jean said, with a sniffle in her voice. “Her mother said her 
father was in very serious shape and may not make it through the night. 
He would require open heart surgery to survive. Three of his arteries were 
significantly blocked. He is only 48 years old.” 

“Oh, my,” said Crystal. 

“Betty said if her father died, she would never forgive herself. She is the 
oldest girl of the family too. She called the airlines and managed to book 
a flight home to Chicago last night,” Jean said. 

“Tm sorry,” Crystal stated. 

“I am too. She was really nice. I liked her,” Jean replied. 

“Couldn’t she come back this semester?” asked Crystal. 

“T think she has to take an ‘incomplete’ and finish it by next semester. 
She wanted to think it over to see how her father was. The professor said 
she was put under ‘Family Emergency Leave.’ After next week, she would 
have to withdraw from the college to save her grades this semester. 

“IT wouldn’t want to make that decision,” Crystal answered. 

“I wouldn’t either,” Jean replied. 

“Anyway, I will try to be as nice as Betty,’ Crystal said. 

“We were good friends. She went to the library with me and we studied 
together. I go to the library downtown. That is where I went this afternoon 
when we got back from the Sphinx,” Jean replied. 

“Really? When do you go?” asked Crystal. 

“Usually on weekends. I just went today to do research. A bus leaves 
here around 10:00 o'clock and goes downtown. From there, it is just a block 
away in the center of the city. They have a later bus at 11:00 o'clock and 
one at 1:00 o'clock too. Practically every hour, except at noontime. That is 
their lunchtime I believe. I just prefer going earlier if you want to go with 
me next time,” Jean said. 

“That would be great,” Crystal said. She liked Jean already. She seemed 
like a level-headed, sensible young woman, not a party girl. She felt Angie 
would find it difficult to get along with others in an intellectual, serious- 
minded environment. How in the world did Angie ever get selected to go 
on this expedition? It was her father’s money and reputation that did it, 
Crystal assumed. 
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Crystal turned off the television and took two ibuprofen tablets to 
ease the pain of her sunburn. Before she knew it, she was out like a light 
that night. 

The next morning, Crystal rubbed cocoa butter on her legs and arms. 
The sunburn was feeling better and the cream soothed it. She sprayed her 
arms and legs with the Bactine. Dan was right in that it would help soothe 
the sunburn even more. She put a facial cream on her sunburned face. The 
sunglasses she wore made white circles around her eyes. She looked like an 
owl in heat. She didn’t need foundation as the red would turn to tan soon. 

Later that afternoon, after a day of digging and brushing rocks, she 
took a quick break. She spotted Dan getting a cool sip of water upfront. 

“Hey, Dan, how are you?” she asked. 

“Hey, Crystal, how are you?” Dan asked. 

“Hot, but fine otherwise,” she replied. 

“Me too,” he said, as he lifted a bottled water from the ice chest. “Did 
you ever find your money?” he asked. 

“No, I think it is either lost or stolen,” she replied. Crystal handed Dan 
two twenty dollar bills she had tugged away in her knapsack that morning. 
“Here, Dan, thank you.” 

“Do you have enough money?” asked Dan. He put the money into 
his wallet. 

“Yes, my mother wired me some yesterday afternoon. I wasn’t sure 
about the coffeemaker. How much was it?” she asked. 

“Don’t worry about it. It was a gift,” he said. 

“Thanks so much. Sorry about yesterday morning. I just had other 
things on my mind,” Crystal replied. 

“That is okay. I figured you were worried about your money. Don’t be 
negative. Maybe your money will show up,” he replied. 

“T don’t think so. I think it is gone. If found, I think someone might 
have turned it in by now,” she said. Dan went quiet and looked kind of sad. 

“Well, keep on looking,” he said. He left and went back to his 
excavation site. Nothing more was said between them. 

Crystal was glad to get back to the hotel that afternoon. She raced 
to her room. She didn’t have to wait on the elevator anymore. One good 
thing about the change made yesterday. Her new roommate, Jean, hadn't 
come back to the room yet. Crystal didn’t know her bathing habits, but 
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she hoped she still could take baths in the late afternoons. While turning 
on the shower, Jean came into the room. 

“Oh, Jean, what time do you usually take your baths?” Crystal asked. 

“Don’t worry, I will work with you. I usually take mine before 
bedtime,” Jean replied. 

Crystal was relieved. “Good, I like to take mine usually when I return 
from the expedition when I’m hot and sweaty before dinnertime,” replied 
Crystal. 

“We will work well together. I prefer bathing before bedtime for some 
reason,” Jean replied. 

Crystal took a shower. When she stepped out of the bathroom, Jean 
was studying something at the table in the corner. 

“What are you studying, Jean?” Crystal asked. 

“Oh, a book I got at the library yesterday. It talks about information 
on the Sphinx and the pyramids. Did you know the Sphinx is believed to 
be about 5,000 years old?” Jean asked. 

“I’ve heard that and some believe it is a little younger. I don’t think 
they know the exact age really,” Crystal replied. 

“It was believed to be built by the pharaoh’s father,” Jean said. 

“It is interesting, anyway. Did you find anything today?” Crystal 
asked. 

“No, did you?” Jean asked. 

“No,” Crystal replied. 

“What site are you digging and who is your partner?” Jean asked. 

“I am in the back section of the Sphinx and Phil is my partner. Who 
is yours?” Crystal asked. 

“I am digging along the side of the pyramids in back of your section. 
Bill is my partner,” Jean replied. 

“Seems like they are doing a wide sweep of the area,” Crystal said. 

“I think we will be digging most of the summer there,” Jean said. 
“They will change around in a few weeks, probably by the middle of next 
month. I think they just want us to get used to the excavations.” 

“How do you know that?” Crystal asked. 

“I am going on what other students are saying,” Jean replied. “How 
do you like it?” 

“T love it. And you?” Crystal asked. 


94 


Shattered Dreams 


“T love it too,” Jean answered. 

“Aren't you an undergraduate student?” asked Crystal. 

“Yes, Iam a senior this fall,” Jean replied. 

“Tam a junior this fall,” Crystal said. “Am I the youngest person here?” 

“I think there is one other girl around your age or a year younger. Still, 
you are probably among the youngest,” Jean stated. “Who was your last 
roommate?” 

“Angie. She is in a graduate program though,” Crystal replied. 

“T have heard about her. Her father is a doctor,” Jean replied. 

“I know,” Crystal replied. 

“Is that why you moved out?” Jean asked. 

“No, there were personal reasons I don’t want to go into,” Crystal 
replied. 

“T’'ve heard she is spoiled,” Jean said. 

“And other things,” Crystal stated. “I wonder why they put me with 
her anyway.” 

“You mean because she is a graduate student?” asked Jean. 

“Yes,” replied Crystal. 

“Probably because not room anywhere else and we had an odd number 
of students on this trip,” Jean stated. 

Nothing else was spoken about Angie between Jean and Crystal. 
Crystal walked away and then got dressed. All she needed was facial cream 
and moisturizer on her face without much foundation or makeup. The rash 
had disappeared on her arms as well as her face. 

Crystal asked Jean about dinner plans. “What time do you usually eat 
dinner?” Crystal asked. 

“Usually around 6:00 o'clock or a little afterwards,” replied Jean. 

“Me too,” Crystal said. “Would you like to go to dinner with me?” 

“Well, I guess that would be all right. Give me a few minutes to get 
ready?” asked Jean. 

“Sure, no problem. I’m not ready right now anyway,” Crystal stated. 

Within 35 minutes, both Crystal and Jean were ready. Jean was an 
attractive, brunette girl. She was slightly shorter than Crystal and not as 
slender, but not overweight either. She wanted to refresh and wash her 
face. She washed off and put on some deodorant. It had been a hot and 
sweaty day. 


95 


Anne R. Murray 


Crystal and Jean went to the restaurant. Crystal had ordered a light 
dinner with bread, while Jean ordered a bowl of tomato soup. Crystal 
drank tea and Jean drank water. She was not much of an eater, Crystal 
discovered. They both ate dinner fairly quickly. 

After dinner, Jean wanted to get back to the hotel room to study the 
history book of Egypt. Jean was book smart and studious, the opposite 
of Angie, yet kind of nerdy like Dan. Crystal decided she wasn’t ready to 
go back to the room just yet and took a walk through the lobby. She was 
strolling as the night was lovely. The night breeze felt cool and good on 
her face. 

Crystal was looking for someone tonight. Crystal happened to look 
over in the bar area. She spotted him sitting at a corner table alone. He 
looked like he was enjoying a cocktail while reading something. 

“Professor!” she exclaimed, as she walked toward the table. 

“Crystal, what do I owe the honor?” he asked. 

“T just had finished dinner and about to walk outside,” Crystal said. 

“Be careful going outside alone,” the professor said. 

“T’m just going out front to enjoy the night’s air. It is a lovely night. 
Do you want to walk with me?” she asked. 

“Yes, it is, but I have something I need to tend to first,” he replied. 

“Oh,” she said. Maybe she shouldn’t have disturbed him. 

“Tm sorry, Crystal. I just have something else on my mind. Another 
girl got some money stolen tonight,” he replied. 

“When?” she asked. 

“Earlier today. She just had told me at dinnertime,” he stated. “Crystal, 
where was the last place you saw your money before it was missing?” He 
had a serious look on his face. 

“In my purse. I usually keep cash in a pocket,” Crystal answered. 

“How much of your money is missing?” he asked. 

“About $120 in American dollars,” replied Crystal. 

“What happened then?” the professor asked. He seemed interested to 
know. 

“T laid my purse down on the dresser to take off my shoes,” Crystal 
said. ‘ 

“Did anyone see your purse then?” asked the professor. 
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“Angie entered the room as I was preparing to retire for bed. She only 
stayed a few minutes and left the room, but the purse was still on the 
dresser,” Crystal said. 

“Did you look in your purse that night to see if the money was still 
there or not?” the professor asked. 

“No, I only knew it was gone the following night when I was paying 
for my dinner,” she stated. 

“I wish you had looked to see if the money was missing on Wednesday 
night after dinnertime,” he said. 

“What difference would that make?” Crystal asked. 

“It would give us a timeline. Did you leave the room anytime after 
that?” the professor asked. 

“No, I stayed in the room with my purse in view as Angie was in the 
bathroom throwing up,” Crystal replied. 

“Throwing up?” he asked. 

“Yes, Angie looked kind of sick that night and had a wet cloth on her 
forehead when she came out of the bathroom,” she stated. 

“Uhm,” he mumbled. 

“Oh my God!” Crystal exclaimed. 

“What’s wrong?” the professor asked. 

“T did leave the room the next morning to go down to breakfast. When 
I came back, the room did seem a little disheveled with some of Angie’s 
items missing. It felt like someone had been in the room,” Crystal said. 

“Who knew about money in your purse? He asked. 

“Angie saw me one day take the room key out of my purse. I kept the 
room key in the same pocket I kept the cash,” she replied. 

“Where do you usually keep your purse?” asked the professor. 

“Inside the closet,” replied Crystal. 

“Was anyone else aware of this?” asked the professor. 

“Yes, Angie was. She was the only one,” replied Crystal. 

“Why didn’t you tell me this before?” the professor asked. 

“Because I didn’t think about it until now,” Crystal stated. “She went 
out again and didn’t come back that night.” 

“She didn’t come back at all that night?” he asked. 
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“No, I approached her the next morning and she said she spent the 
night in another room,” Crystal said. “She said she stayed out late and 
didn’t want to wake me up.” 

“That doesn’t make any sense,” he said. 

“As you said before, I can’t accuse her or anyone of stealing as I have 
no real proof,” Crystal stated. 

“That’s right, but it is happening to another student now. The girl was 
real upset. She had over $100 taken from her purse too. She said that was 
the only cash until next week she would have to spend,” he said. 

“Where is her room located?” Crystal asked. 

“On the third floor a few rooms down from your last room,” he replied. 

“Look I’m okay now. I was able get extra cash today, thank goodness. 
I just hope they find who is doing this,” Crystal said. 

“Me too, I was just about to make a report on this young lady’s stolen 
money, like yours last week,” he replied. 

“Really, I’m sorry,” she said. 

“What do you have to be sorry for?” he asked. 

“Causing trouble,” she replied. 

“You're not causing trouble. It’s a pain until we catch this thief,” 
Professor Smith said. 

“T’m glad in a way that this happened,” Crystal said. 

“Why is that?” he asked. 

“Because now you believe me and know I’m not going crazy,” she said. 

“IT always believed you, Crystal, and know you aren’t crazy,” he 
answered. 

Crystal excused herself from the bar table as the professor was 
preoccupied this evening. She stepped outside to the front of the hotel 
and sat down in one of the lounge chairs. It was cool tonight with a gentle 
breeze coming from the direction of the desert beyond. It felt so good to 
have the wind blowing through her hair. 

Just then, Crystal recognized two people coming closer to the hotel. It 
was difficult to make out who it was in the darkness. The two shadows were 
crossing the street and walking towards the front entrance of the hotel. 
Crystal could see the outline of a young woman with a young man beside 
her. The voices got louder as they approached and Crystal could recognize 
one of the voices. It was Angie’s voice, filled with laughter and giggling. 
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Crystal sat back as the two figures got closer. Crystal did not recognize 
the male, but his voice was familiar from somewhere. She didn’t know if 
he was another student or not. As they approached the hotel, there was a 
dim light outside. Suddenly, Angie turned in the direction of Crystal and 
stopped laughing. Crystal heard whispering then. The two people walked 
together as they entered the front door of the hotel. 

Crystal felt relieved that Angie hadn’t stopped nor was she ready for a 
confrontation with her. For now, she wanted only to enjoy the beauty of 
the full moon and the cool breeze softly blowing. 
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The following week... 

The trip to the excavation was apprehensive as Crystal would be 
selected another partner “buddy” for digging buried treasure. The ride to 
the site was bumpy, yet Crystal was getting used to it by now. The Sphinx 
looked out into Cairo. His eyes were massive as his head, with a lion’s 
body. It symbolized strength and power, as the many great pharaohs did 
in the Egyptian world. He was looking out into the wilderness, out into 
the desert and sandy dunes before him. The Sphinx’s nose was damaged 
due to deterioration over the years or done on purpose. Many times, the 
faces were deformed over the years. 

Crystal looked up as the gigantic Sphinx stared out directly beyond 
her. What was it looking at? What was its significance? What was its fate? 
In a few moments, she would know where she would be digging the rest 
of the summer. The digging partners would be established for the next few 
weeks at least. She waited as the professor called out the list of names. Once 
her name was called, she waited for her partner’s name. The professor called 
out “Jill.” Crystal didn’t know a Jill, but soon a red-haired Celtic-looking 
girl stepped up. She had fair skin, brown eyes and looked to be around 
Crystal’s age. She seemed friendly enough. 

The two girls were given instructions. They were to help excavators 
alongside the back of the Sphinx. The digging would require delicate 
instruments like a little shovel and a very light brush. Digging would be 
tedious as workers would have to get on their hands and knees. Both Jill 
and Crystal worked kneeling down on their knees as they searched through 
the sand and debris. They were looking for anything and everything. It was 
a sign of how the ancient civilization existed, prepared for the afterlife and 
lived everyday life in their culture. 
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Crystal worked hard that morning. She thought she saw small 
particles of stone that turned out to be small rocks and debris in the earth. 
What she was looking for, she wasn’t quite certain. It was believed to be 
particles from the Sphinx itself, but it was unknown, even if something 
was found. The research took weeks as it was sent off to a research lab and 
studied. Fragments of the same age period were studied and the age was 
determined then. By determining the age of the artifact, verification could 
be established if the artifact was actually from that time period or not. That 
told scientists if the artifacts were authentic or not. She wondered when the 
results of the small piece found last week would be revealed. 

Crystal wasn’t expecting to find anything, but she would be surprised 
if she did. At lunch, both girls took a rest. Crystal realized she hadn’t seen 
Angie this morning. Neither had she seen Dan this morning. She saw Phil 
once and Jean also. Angie and Dan were probably on another excavation. 

News travelled that week that another student had money missing out 
of his wallet. He had over $300 dollars stolen. It was a male student this 
time and he was located also on the third floor down the hall from Room 
301. Why was it happening to students only on the third floor? Crystal had 
a hunch and knew why. It would be getting proof though that mattered. 

The professor advised students to keep their valuables safe by locking 
them in the safe at the front desk. He told students to keep their purses 
and wallets with as little cash as possible and to take a minimum of credit 
cards around. He contacted the manager of the hotel to investigate the 
incidents. There was still no word on Crystal’s stolen money. 

During that same week, Crystal had the worst dream that ended up 
being a nightmare. She was inside a black hole with a long tunnel. Her 
head was hurting, but she didn’t know why. She struck a match and only 
saw darkness all around. As she walked forward, she saw a dim light at the 
end of the tunnel. She walked toward the light. She heard voices coming 
from behind her. It scared her and she started walking faster towards 
the light. She came to a fork in the tunnel. There was another tunnel 
interconnecting. She didn’t know which direction to take. What seemed 
like miles of tunnels, she finally came to a tomb, filled with pharaohs and 
royal family members. 

Crystal saw several Egyptian monuments and relics on either side 
of her, reminding her of the ancient times. She saw ancient Egyptians 
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worshipping their gods and getting ready for the afterlife. She saw dark 
shadows on the wall getting closer. As they approached her, she recognized 
one as the Sphinx. As she looked all around, she saw the Sphinx’s head at 
the end of the tunnel. As she approached it, it started getting farther and 
farther away from her. This frightened Crystal even more. She was trying 
to find her way out of the tunnels, but was totally lost at this point. She 


wanted to get out. She finally screamed as her roommate woke her up. 





Sketch by Dannie Michelle Wright 
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“Crystal, wake up. You are dreaming,” Jean said. 

It took a minute for Crystal to finally wake up. “Oh, I was having a 
nightmare,” she said, wiping her brow. 

“You must have had a nightmare. You were screaming,” Jean replied. 
“Do you remember any of your dream?” 

“Vaguely. I do remember I was in a long dark tunnel and trying to find 
my way out,’ Crystal stated. 

“Do you know where you were?” Jean asked. 

“No, but I could see Egyptian monuments and tombs,” Crystal replied. 

“That sounds like the pyramids,” Jean replied. 

“That and the Sphinx. I saw the head of the Sphinx,” Crystal said. 

It was an odd and very scary dream, but Crystal wouldn’t have very 
long to realize its significance. 

Jean and Crystal made friends easily. They went to the library together 
over the weekend and studied together. They found articles of interest on 
the pyramids and the Sphinx. That weekend, Jean and Crystal were both 
studying in their room. They had been at it a couple of hours after a visit 
to the library in Cairo this morning. 

“T think I want to take a tea break now,” Crystal said. 

Jean said, “That would be lovely. I didn’t know you liked tea.” 

“Very much so. I love tea. 1am from England,” Crystal replied. 

“T didn’t know that. I thought you may be from New England. You 
have sort of that heavy Boston accent,” Jean said. 

“No, I’m from Southampton, England,” Crystal replied. 

“Fascinating!” exclaimed Jean. “I’m learning more about you all the 
time.” 

“Where are you from, Jean?” asked Crystal. 

~ “Pm from Aiken, South Carolina. I came to Baltimore when I entered 
college,” Jean replied. 

“A Southern gal - no wonder you are so sweet,” said Crystal. 

“Well, some people would argue with you on that,” Jean replied. “Shall 
we go to the restaurant for a cup of tea? We don’t have any teabags in here.” 

“We need to buy some,” replied Crystal. 

“I agree. We need to find a teahouse,” replied Jean. 

The girls would wait to purchase some teabags tomorrow. The girls 
walked to the restaurant across the lobby. The girls ordered tea and pastries 
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for dessert. While waiting on the tea, Jean asked Crystal to tell her more 
about herself. 

“Well, what would you like to know?” asked Crystal. 

“Oh, about you. What you do in your spare time, personal stuff,” Jean 
replied. 

“Pm not much on talking about personal things. You know my 
personal history and what I’m studying in college,” Crystal answered. 

“T know all that. What about your personal life? Any boyfriends?” 
Jean asked. 

“No, unfortunately not. What about you?” Crystal asked. 

“T had one serious boyfriend for almost three years. We broke it off this 
year. I realized we were moving in two different directions,” Jean replied. 

“That reminds me of my mother. She has had a serious boyfriend for 
five years, yet she can’t seem to make a commitment,” Crystal said. 

“Mine wasn’t really over a commitment. It was over future and lifetime 
goals. I wanted achievement and advancement. He wanted something else 
in life. Realizing our differences over the years, we sort of mutually broke 
it off,” Jean stated. 

“Well, I hadn’t had any serious relationships, nor do I even date much,” 
Crystal replied. 

“Why not? You are a pretty girl,” Jean replied. 

“That isn’t it. When my mother divorced my father, it left a sour taste 
in my mouth,” Crystal replied. 

“Against marriage or relationships in general?” Jean asked. 

“I guess in dating and relationships,” Crystal said. 

Their tea and pastries arrived at the table by then. Both girls were quiet 
for a moment. 

Jean started the conversation again. “You said before that your last 
roommate was different from you. What did you mean?” Jean asked. 

“Well, that is in the past, anyway. Not much reason to bring it up,” 
Crystal said. 

“Just curious and being nosy at the same time,” Jean replied. 

“I normally keep private matters to myself. I have grown from the 
experience and have learned a good lesson,” Crystal stated. . 

“How is that?” asked Jean. 

“Well, can you keep this quiet among ourselves, please?” asked Crystal. 
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“Yes, if you say not to tell anyone, you know I won't,” Jean said. 

“For one thing, I discovered that Angie was saying mean things behind 
my back. I thought we were becoming friends until then. One night, I 
was sitting outside on the balcony and heard her come into the room with 
another student,” Crystal said. 

“Didn't she know you were there?” Jean asked, listening with an 
attentive ear. 

“Apparently not. The door was closed, but I could hear voices in the 
room. I heard a male voice with her, but didn’t recognize the person at 
first. They were cutting up and laughing together. I learned later on it was 
Phil,” Crystal replied. 

“How did you find that out?” Jean asked. 

“She told me herself later that night,” Crystal replied. Crystal continued 
on. “Anyway, Angie started imitating my accent and saying hurtful things 
about me. There is more.” 

“What?” Jean asked. Her curiosity was building up more. 

“I heard Angie say she would get a bottle of wine for them. She had 
to have it hidden somewhere in the room. It sounded as if they were both 
drinking and having fun. When the guy asked Angie where she got the 
wine, Angie made a statement that she stole the money to buy the booze. 
This was just after my money was stolen from my purse,” Crystal stated. 

“What!” exclaimed Jean. 

“That isn’t completely all either. Once they left the room, I went 
to the closet. I found Angie’s suitcase open and unlocked then. I saw 
something inside. When I looked in it, there were several bottles of 
alcoholic beverages,” Crystal said. 

“Oh, my God!” exclaimed Jean. 

“Please don’t tell anyone about that. I could get into trouble for going 
into someone else’s personal belongings without permission,” Crystal said. 
She was getting upset even talking about it. 

“Oh, I won't,” Jean said. “Did you tell anyone about the conversation 
you overheard?” 

“Just the professor and now you - nobody else. I’m afraid it would be 
my word against Angie’s. Her father is a big man around campus and a 
reputation as a medical doctor,” Crystal stated. 

“T know, honey. Don’t worry. Your secret is safe with me,” Jean replied. 
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The subject was dropped and not discussed again between the two 
girls. The girls did go to the teahouse the next day and found a box of 
teabags. Jean paid her half of the cost of the teabags. The girls enjoyed 
sipping on the tea in the room. 

By the next week, two more students reported money missing, despite 
the professor's warnings and advice. One was a male student with cash 
missing out of his wallet. He reported almost $500 dollars missing. The 
other student was female, missing cash out of her purse. She reported $350 
dollars missing. Both were on the third floor but farther down the hallway 
from Room 301. The person stealing was getting bolder, but made one 
crucial mistake this time though. He or she stole the girl’s major credit 
card out of her purse as well. The professor made the reports on the stolen 
money and also on the stolen credit card. In that way, he was hoping it 
could be traced if used. 

The past few weeks had been long and challenging ones. Everyone 
was tired from working and digging. Crystal continued to work hard at 
the excavation site. She found many interesting pieces of old rock, but no 
ancient stone that could be associated with the Sphinx. Her partner, Jill, 
seemed to work steadily as Crystal often saw piles of dirt, sand and debris. 
All she could see was Jill’s head kneeling down toward the earth as her 
body was hidden from her view. 

It was a very hot summer’s afternoon. The students had been working 
at the same site for three weeks now. It was Friday afternoon and Crystal 
was happy that there would be no digging on the weekend. Crystal was 
finishing up for the day. She hadn’t stop to take a break this afternoon. 
She was hot and sweaty. She looked up at her partner. Jill was still busy 
digging at the hole she had made that day. Would they ever find anything 
of value? Crystal looked at her watch. It was already past 4:00 p.m. and 
the professor would call it quits for the day soon. Crystal made a motion 
to Jill that she was going to take a break before they left that day. After 
getting her attention, Jill nodded that she understood. 

Crystal made her way to the outside portables. Once she came out, she 
went and retrieved a bottle of water from the ice chest kept upfront. She 
took a sip. How cool and refreshing it tasted. The excessive hot air made 
one’s mouth so dry. She put the bottled water back into her knapsack. She 
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felt the apple she had brought that day. She had eaten a hearty lunch so 
she would save the apple for a snack before bedtime. 

Out in the wind-blown desert, the sand was starting to pick up. 
Usually the sandstorms were in April or May, but it seemed awfully windy 
today for some reason. Crystal stood in the shade and shielded her face 
as a big gust of wind blew by her. Crystal was unaware that she was 
being watched at that moment. Two very watchful eyes were staring at 
her carefully, watching her every movement. She looked all around and 
noticed that none of the students had started to walk towards the bus 
yet. No one was around except her - she was in solitude. Crystal saw no 
one in sight, not even the professor. Crystal decided to walk back to the 
excavation site where Jill still was digging. Maybe by then, the professor 
would call it a day. 
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Later that afternoon... 

After a long day without any findings, the professor decided to tell the 
students to stop for the day. The students started loading up at the bus to 
take them back to the hotel. As students were waiting for the ride back, the 
professor looked around the bus. “I have only 23 students present. There 
should be 24 in all. Who is missing?” he asked. 

The students looked all around the bus. No one said anything. The 
professor called out the list of names. When he got to the student’s name, 
there was no response. He called out the name again. No response. He 
looked around the bus. 

“Crystal Johnston. Anyone seen Crystal?” he asked. 

“She went to the restroom shortly before you called time, about fifteen 
minutes ago,” Jill said. 

“You haven't seen her since?” he asked. 

“No, I assumed she was going to the bus afterwards,” replied Jill. 

“Has anyone seen Crystal this afternoon?” he asked the rest of the 
students. 

None of the students responded. 

The professor decided that most of the students come with him and 
search for Crystal on the grounds. He advised that a few students should 
remain on the bus in the event that Crystal returned there. Twenty students 
went with the professor calling for Crystal on the site. After nearly an hour 
of an exhaustive search and no Crystal, the students returned to the bus. 
The few female students that remained on the bus said that Crystal had 
not returned. : 

The professor decided he needed to contact authorities. It would be 
getting dark in another hour and he needed to get back to the hotel. The 


108 


Shattered Dreams 


professor reached for his cell phone and dialed directory assistance for the 
local police. He was upset and the students could tell by his voice over 
the phone. He was the most concerned right now as he was responsible 
for each student's safety on this trip. It could jeopardize future trips with 
students. Once the bus reached the hotel, the professor went to the front 
desk to contact the police again. 

“We are working on it. I’ve already dispatched a number of men to 
look for her at the Sphinx,” the heavy accented man said over the phone. 

“Please do. She was sighted just before she went missing. It is strange 
that no one saw her in that few minutes she disappeared,” the professor 
said. 

“Maybe she is just lost. We don’t know if she is even missing or not,” 
the heavy accented man replied 

“Crystal was one of the students working outside the pyramids on 
the excavation site. She knew the grounds she had been working on. How 
could she get lost?” the professor asked. 

“Maybe she went in another direction, down a wrong tunnel in the 
pyramids itself,” the other man said. 

“She would not wander into a tunnel unless directed to. The students 
were told not to enter the tunnels,” the professor answered. 

“I don’t know, sir. For now, we have no information to give to you,” 
the other man said. 

“Please just call me once she is found and keep me updated,” the 
professor said. 

“Will do,” the voice over the phone said as he hung up. 

The rest of the evening was upsetting for everyone. No one had seen 
Crystal since earlier this afternoon. It was not like her to just go off without 
telling someone beforehand. Dinnertime was quiet among students. No 
one hardly every spoke a word during dinner. No one was really hungry. 
They were all concerned for Crystal. Where could she be? 

Meanwhile, somewhere off in the distance in an empty dark place, 
darkness surrounded the area as the walls and tunnels uttered silence for 
the night. It was going on dusk that evening. Nightfall would be here very 
soon. Laying flat on the ground in the middle of a tunnel was a body. 
It was of a young woman and she was face-down. Her face was covered 


by the dust on the ground. Her body was lightly scat with khaki shorts 
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and a cool sleeveless shirt. She had on tennis shoes and ankle socks. Her 
knapsack was to her side. 

She gradually started to groan and moan and move her body. She was 
in darkness, not knowing her whereabouts. There was a dim light in the 
distance, but still not enough light to see where she was. She started to 
wake up. Lifting her head off the ground, she looked all around. It was 
too dark to see in front of her. She felt the ground beneath her and slowly 
started to feel around with her hands. She felt something beside her. It was 
her knapsack. Thank God she had her knapsack with her. She remembered 
at that moment that her cell phone was inside. It would give her a little 
light anyway. 

Crystal reached for her phone inside her knapsack until she felt 
something small and hard. Pulling it out of the knapsack, she opened it. 
She wanted to find out the time. She reached up as her head was hurting 
intensely. She tried to sit up, but the pain was too great. She looked at her 
phone. She couldn’t make out much even with the little light she had on 
the cell phone. It was so dark in here, wherever she was. 

Crystal glanced at the time at the bottom of her cell phone. Her eyes 
could not focus at first. It was blurry, but as she squinted, she could make 
out “5:26 p.m.” Where in the world was she and how did she get here? 
It was getting late. She should have been back at the hotel before now 
and preparing to eat dinner this evening. Surely, someone was looking 
for her by now, realizing she was not with the group. She needed to 
call someone, but she didn’t have local numbers. She would need to call 
directory assistance to get the number to the hotel. She managed slowly to 
sit up, but it was very painful. Her head was throbbing intensely. 

Crystal decided to call information. She couldn’t make out the 
numbers very well either, but managed to finally get local information. A 
strong accented woman’s voice came on the line. Crystal could tell it was 
Egyptian and she couldn’t understand the language. 

“Information, please, I need help. I’m somewhere and I don’t know 
where I’m at. It is too dark in here to see,” Crystal said. 

The woman spoke Egyptian back. Crystal could not understand her. 
She tried to speak again very slowly, hoping the woman would understand 
her. After a minute, Crystal knew this was hopeless. She then said, “English 
please,” into the phone. 
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The voice on the other end spoke, “No.” Crystal felt frustrated. She 
wished she had the number to the hotel. She then said, “Carlton Hotel.” 

“Ah, Carlton Hotel.” The voice then said something in Egyptian, but 
at least she understood that she was trying to reach the hotel. After what 
seemed like ages to Crystal, the line than transferred. Crystal heard a male 
voice say, “Good evening, Carlton Hotel.” 

Crystal replied back, “Hello, I need to reach Professor Henry Smith 
please.” Suddenly, the line went dead. 

“Damn!” exclaimed Crystal. She didn’t normally use profanity, but she 
was frustrated. Her cell phone was dead now. No charge. Either the service 
was dead in the area or Crystal had not recharged her phone. 

Crystal slowly started to stand up. Her headache was even greater now. 
It was if her head wanted to split open any minute. She wished she had 
some aspirin or pain relievers to take for the pain. For several seconds, she 
thought she was going to be sick. It was if everything she ate today was 
about to come up. She bent down to throw up but she didn’t and continued 
to stand up fully. She was dizzy though — so very dizzy. 

If she could find her bearings, maybe there was hope of getting out 
of here. She didn’t have any other light, but the little light on the cell 
phone. Perhaps her eyes would acclimate to the darkness soon so she 
could see clearer. Everything seemed a blur. At this moment, she wished 
she had smoked as she would have had either a match or a lighter. Even 
that might not have helped her much either. Crystal wondered how she 
got herself in this situation. Usually, she was quite level-headed and good 
with directions. 

The place was filled with blackness. It was wide and open. There was 
some dust being swept in as a layer of wind softly blew by her. Crystal 
made her way forward as she used the light from her phone to guide her. 
No walls to speak of — only darkness. Total darkness was all around her. 
Still, Crystal was determined to get out of here. She kept walking forward. 
Surely, there would be some recollection of where she was and getting 
help. She didn’t know how much longer she could make it with a splitting 
headache. 

Crystal stumbled as she felt her way down a long tunnel, she assumed. 
This took her back to her childhood when she hid in an old cave from 
friends playing. It was dark and barren. She had no light. Crystal had only 
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two best friends growing up in her neighborhood — Gayle and Priscilla. 
Two other little girls, that played games and giggled often with childlike 
laughter. 

Crystal heard her friends laughing outside the cave and calling out her 
name. She dared not answer them. They were playing a game of hide and 
seek. It was her turn to hide. She hid behind a big rock at the entrance of 
the cave. Once her two friends approached, she carefully waited for them 
to pass the rock nearby and instantly appeared behind them. “Got you!” 
she exclaimed. 

“Oh, Crystal,” one of her friends would say. Crystal would laugh with 
them in merriment. That was the time of happiness and gaiety for Crystal — 
a time for purity and innocence. 

Crystal reached for her head again. It was sure painful. She didn’t 
know what happened. She may have struck it somehow. For now, she was 
concentrated on getting out of here. 

As Crystal’s right hand held her phone for light, Crystal felt something 
as she reached out with her other hand. There was something hard and 
solid on the other side. Crystal felt of it. It was a wall of rock, solid rock. 
She could use the wall to guide her through the tunnel. 

Crystal tried to make a sound with her voice. It was tightness around 
her throat as if she couldn’t utter a word. She tried again to utter a sound. 
Nothing came out. Why weren't the words coming out? Had she lost her 
voice? Finally, with effort in a moment’s time, she managed to utter, “Help! 
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Help somebody!” She listened but heard nothing - nothing but silence. It 
was if the world had come to an end in silence and darkness. 

This frightened her very much. This was the place where demons and 
demonic spirits came alive - unearthly creatures from the underworld. 
Dark shadows were everywhere, creeping inward with leaps and bounds. 
It was a grim reminder of the deep, dark place where she was at this very 
moment. Crystal hated to think about it and tried not to focus so much 
on the place as finding a way out. 

As Crystal moved forward, she could feel a cool draft coming in 
somewhere. She was feeling it towards her left shoulder. Perhaps an opening 
up ahead or at least some light that would help guide her way. She was 
uncertain at this point. If only she could see better. It was not only dark, 
it was getting more chilled. 
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Crystal was able to flash her phone again. There seemed to be something 
coming up in the distance. Could this be a way out? Whatever it was, she 
felt she was in a hellhole. This is what nightmares are about and scary 
movies — not real life in her mind. She suddenly remembered the dream 
she had two weeks ago. Was it telling her beforehand or giving her some 
warning? 

Wherever she was, she only knew she needed to find a way out — 
anyway out. She needed to try to call for help again. She tried to dial 
information again for the hotel. The phone was still dead — no signal. 
What use is there to bring the phone if it doesn’t work for you? Habit she 
guessed. It was providing a little bit of light for her though. She could use 
a flashlight about now. 

As Crystal walked farther down the long tunnel, she came to what 
seemed like an interchange of tunnels. Js there no getting out of here?, 
she thought. She made her way to a high wall that seemed to fork away 
from the main tunnel. It led to another passageway. She felt she was in a 
chamber of horrors. 

Crystal needed to rest. She had been on her feet to what seemed like 
an eternity to her. In actuality, it had been an hour only, but the tunnel 
seemed to stretch for miles. She sat down on the ground. /f'J could find 
something that might tell me where I am, that would be good, she thought. 
She looked around. She saw only the still darkness that surpassed the area — 
that and silence. This was torturous for anyone, a nightmare to speak of 
in actuality. Yet, Crystal was strong inside. She had to be to endure her 
childhood. 

Crystal remembered the bottle of water in her knapsack and so 
thankful she had placed an extra one inside her knapsack that day. Crystal 
looked at her phone again. It was 7:05 p.m. Over an hour and a half had 
passed. It was dinnertime and she would be eating dinner about this time. 
She brought only an apple with her. Thank goodness she had not eaten it 
yet. It would be her dinner for tonight. 

Crystal tried to focus on what was happening now. She remembered 
something the professor said before. If unsure of bearings, try to backtrack 
in reverse. Had she come too far to go back now? She sat there in quietness — 
the stillness of the night. She held her breath as nothing made any sense. 
Why was she here and how could she get out of here? 
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Think, Crystal, think, she thought. She had to pull out her survival 
skills. She was starting to get hungry now. She pulled the apple out of the 
knapsack and took a bite. She took the bottled water out too and took a sip 
of water. Whatever she did, she needed to preserve her water and food. It 
might be a while she was in here. She wished she had packed some crackers 
to snack on too. 

As Crystal was eating on the apple, she took another look at her phone. 
She tried once again to call someone. Her phone was completely dead. It 
seemed the farther she went into the tunnel, the less power she had. There 
was no signal at all now. Crystal thought she heard a sound beyond her. 
It was slight and far off in the distance. “Hello!” she called out. “I need 
help!” Nothing, but the silence of the night. The words made an echo as 
sound travelled in the tunnel. “Hello,” Crystal said again. 

Crystal wished she had brought another layer of clothes too. It was 
getting chilly deep within the tunnel. She took another bite of the apple, 
but suddenly she started getting sleepy. She needed to stay awake to figure 
out her bearings. But sleep was overcoming her. She had gotten comfortable 
sitting down. She was trying to stay awake and thought maybe to stand up 
would make a difference. Yes, I need to stand up, she said to herself. 

Crystal held her body against the wall as she stood up. At least she was 
staying awake now. If there is a way in here, there is a way out, she thought. 
She didn’t even know how she got here in the first place. This reminded 
her of the tombs she looked at in the museum. The pharaohs and their 
royal families were buried in these pyramids. She tried to not think about 
it now, but paranoia was overtaking her also. Great emperors of the ancient 
world were here. Spirits of their souls lived inside here. 

“Please protect me, God, please protect me,” Crystal stated over and 
over. Crystal was not brought up in a very religious family, but she knew of 
God. Raised Catholic in England, she wanted to go to mass some Sundays 
when she was younger, but her parents were not avid church-goers. Being 
a child of a divorced couple, her mother rarely mentioned God and didn’t 
go to church. 

The thought of Dracula flashed in her mind — vampires, werewolves 
and ungodly creatures that walked the earth. Had she been put in this 
earthly hell to stay forever? The dream came back to her. The vampire- 
looking man and the fangs were in her thoughts. Crystal decided to 
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venture in another direction. She did a 90 degree angle to the other side 
of the tunnel. It was bare, but it was away from the cool draft. She stood 
there a minute deciding what to do next. Jf 1 could just rest a minute, she 
thought, J am getting so sleepy. 

Crystal took another glance at the time on her phone. Another hour 
had passed. She didn’t know how long her phone would last in the tunnel. 
But she knew to preserve her minutes, just in case. Tears were streaming 
down her cheeks as she was lost — definitely lost. She managed to feel 
around and felt a hard surface with the fingers of her left hand. Crystal 
stopped in front of another rock wall. She looked across and felt a cool gust 
of wind. It was a draft which meant there was an opening of some sort. 
She shined her cell phone in that direction, but there was not enough light. 

Crystal sat down gradually on the ground. It was getting later in the 
evening. She needed to stay focused, however, she was tired already - so 
very tired. She took another sip of the bottled water and then another bite 
out of the apple. Perhaps she could find the energy to stay awake now. As 
she sat there a few minutes, her eyes began to close. She was getting so 
sleepy and at the point of exhaustion. 

Crystal couldn’t stay awake any longer. With water in one hand and 
the partly-eaten apple in the other hand, Crystal fell asleep with her head 
against the wall. She drifted off to dreamland. She dreamed of ancient 
kings and emperors that lived thousands of years ago. She dreamed of 
pharaohs riding their horse-driven chariots. She dreamed of warriors 
fighting in a bloody field surrounded by stone walls and forts. 

Something alerted Crystal as she thought she heard something in the 
background. She gently raised her eyelids and called out, “Help, help me 
please!” she called out. Nothing — it was silence again. It was starting to 
get chilly. She had nothing but the warmth of her body as she crunched 
up almost in a ball to keep warm. She took another swallow of her water. 
She had a half-bottle left. She bit into her apple. She started to drift off 
again. This time she dreamed of a magnificent castle with lots of cannons. 
There were guards in the tower and warriors on the ground with armor. 
Even the horses wore protective armor. 

As Crystal entered the castle, there were two guards at the entrance 
guarding the huge bolted doors. Crystal was somewhere in the past on a 
horse-driven carriage. She saw the massive walls surrounding the fort of 
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the castle. How tall and fine they were. The carriage brought her to the 
front door of the castle. She stepped down from the carriage and entered 
the castle. There was a long hallway with portraits of ancient rulers and 
leaders on both sides. As she walked down the long hallway, she came to 
a gigantic dance floor. 

There was a man standing waiting on her with his right arm extended 
towards her. He held his arm out as she put her hand in his. He was 
eloquently dressed in elaborate clothing and very noble-looking. He was 
handsome and charming. He was the one she had been looking for — he 
was her prince charming! 

Crystal was awakened again by something. She thought she had heard 
voices in the background down the long tunnel. Was it her imagination or 
was it actually someone coming to save her? She listened carefully with an 
attentive ear for a moment. There was dead silence again. Should she dare 
roam around or should she stay where she was? Her headache was really 
great now. It was almost too painful to sleep. 

Crystal outstretched her legs as they were becoming cramped, but the 
cool air was getting to her now. It was cold and the cool draft was chilling 
her bones. She needed warmth, like a blanket. Crystal took another sip 
of water. She had over a third left of the bottled water she had gotten this 
afternoon, but her supply was lowering. She ate another bite of the apple. 
That too was half-eaten already. 

Crystal looked at the time again. It was past 9:00 p.m. She knew her 
phone was dead so no use in trying to call for help again. Was someone 
going to rescue her or would she be in here forever? She crunched up in a 
ball again in her corner of the wall and stared out into darkness, the black 
hell wherever she was. At least, when she crunched up in a ball, she felt a 
little bit warmer. Staring into space she was frightened, scared to death, 
cold and alone. 

Crystal closed her eyes. When she awoke, she looked around. She was 
hoping this was a nightmare that she would soon wake out of. She got out 
the bottle of water and ate some more of her apple. Soon, both would be 
gone. She had to stay hydrated the best she could. She could manage to 
go without food longer than without water. ‘ 

The time on her cell phone read “10:00 p.m.” Crystal was hoping she 
would hear voices coming to rescue her very soon. She heard nothing, but 
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the still of the night. She took another sip of water. Only a fourth left of 
the bottle now. It would have to last and go a long way. She might be in 
here a long time. 

Crystal started humming a song she knew. Where she learned it, she 
didn’t remember. It was a tune she had heard in her childhood. A song 
she sung when her grandmother had died a few years after she arrived in 
America. Her grandmother died of breast cancer. She and her mother flew 
back to England to attend her funeral. 

Her grandfather was lost without his lifetime mate, his partner for 
over forty years of marriage. Crystal’s mother asked her father to join them 
back in America, however, he refused. England was his homeland and he 
was going to stay there permanently. He didn’t want to leave his wife, even 
though she was deceased. He remarried a year later to a widow who had 
lost her husband to lung cancer several years before. 

The couple resided near Southampton, England. Besides attending 
the wedding, Crystal and her mother visited them only once since they 
married. They seemed happy together and both fulfilled their destiny of 
taking care of one another. Crystal would get Christmas and birthday 
cards from them each year. However, she wished she saw her grandfather 
more often. Yet, she wished she saw her own father more often too and 
met her half-sister for the first time in her life. 

Crystal thought she heard a commotion going on at the other end of 
the tunnel. She listened out with an attentive ear. After a moment of dead 
silence, she settled back to her corner of the wall and realized that maybe 
it was just her imagination. It was long past working hours and workers 
didn’t come back into the tunnels until sunrise. 

Crystal would have to try tomorrow to get out of here. It was so late 
and the massive headache had weakened her body to even stand up. As she 
ate the rest of the apple, she realized she was on the last sip of water in her 
bottle. Why hadn’t she gotten an extra bottle of water when she had the 
chance? It was free of charge. It was too late to worry about that now. She 
was stuck here for the night. Hopefully, help would come in the morning 
as workers would be inside the tunnels working. Crystal closed her eyes 
and began to drift off again. 
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Later that night... 

Jean had already retired to bed that night. She was tired but worried 
about her roommate. She had the most to lose, as Crystal was her second 
roommate. She had lost Betty a few weeks before. Was she going to lose 
Crystal too? Jean was thinking of the events leading up to today. Suddenly, 
she sat up in bed. She remembered the dream Crystal had. It was a long 
shot and a hunch. Jean quickly got out of bed and got dressed. 

The professor was in his hotel room when he heard a knock on the 
door. He went to see who it was. As he opened the door, he saw a very upset 
Jean in the hallway. The professor could tell that she had been crying. Jean 
looked at him with tear-stained eyes. 

“What's wrong, Jean?” he asked. 

“Professor, can I come in for a minute? I have something that may help 
you find Crystal,” Jean replied. 

“Certainly,” said the professor, as he led her inside the room. 

“Well, it may be nothing, but I remembered something Crystal said 
to me,” Jean said. 

“What does that have to do with her disappearance, Jean? He asked. 

“Crystal had a terrible dream about two weeks ago. She woke up 
screaming. She said she was in a long tunnel with no light. She saw the 
Sphinx, monuments and tombs. She said she saw pharaohs and royal 
family members,” Jean said. 

“Okay, still what does this have to do with her missing?” he asked. 

“T’m getting to that. It sounded like she had a premonition of her own 
disappearance. She described in her dream that she was in a long tunnel 
and was lost. I think she may be in the pyramids and lost her way,” Jean 
stated. 
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“How could that be? The tunnels were closed off to all visitors, even 
to students,” the professor said. 

“All of them?” Jean asked. 

“There are a couple upfront that may be open. I will check with 
authorities. Thank you for telling me,” he replied. 

“If it can help Crystal. I really like her and over these past few weeks, 
we have become good friends,” Jean answered. 

“Good, I knew you two would get along,” he replied. 

“Oh, that was really the other thing I wanted to tell you. She said she 
never got along with her other roommate. Angie said sort of mean things 
about her as she overheard a conversation one night between Angie and 
a male student. She couldn’t identify the male voice at first, but later that 
night she learned it was Phil she heard. She also told me that night she 
opened Angie’s suitcase and saw bunches of alcoholic bottles inside,” Jean 
stated. 

“I knew they had problems getting along, but never knew about 
Angie’s suitcase,” the professor said. “Did she say anything more?” 

“No, when I tried to bring it up at times, she didn’t ever want to talk 
about it. It seemed to make her nervous so I quickly dropped the subject,” 
Jean said. “She did tell me one thing though. It seemed she was sort of 
scared of Angie.” 

“How’s that? Did Angie ever threaten her?” the professor asked. 

“No, not that, but she just said it was her word against Angie’s. She 
knew her father was a medical doctor. She felt if she said something, Angie 
might retaliate,” Jean replied. “I have a very bad feeling about this. I feel 
Crystal is somewhere in trouble and needs help, but no one is around to 
give her help.” 

- “Okay, Jean. Thanks again for coming up and reporting this. I will 
look more into it,” he replied. Jean then left the room. 

The professor got on the phone to call the local police. He conveyed 
about the tunnels. 

“We will take a look at the map of the tunnels. They are usually closed 
due to erosion and deterioration of the walls themselves,” the heavily 
accented man said. 

“Okay, thanks, it may be a long shot, but I am going on a hunch,” the 
professor answered. 
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“A hunch?” the other man replied. 

“Yes, something another student said,” the professor replied. They 
both hung up. 

Jean went back downstairs to her room. She would not sleep though. 
She lay awake all night thinking about Crystal and where she could be. 
She hoped she was safe and unharmed. 

The professor kept in close contact with the local authorities that night. 
He left his cell phone line open and stayed constantly by his hotel phone 
all night. He debated to go back to the Sphinx and look for Crystal, but 
the police assured him it would be better to wait at the hotel. 

It was around midnight. A nervous professor hadn’t slept that night. 
He felt responsible for every student’s safety. Clearly this would be a 
reflection on the program now. He was on his fifth cup of coffee when he 
got a phone call. The police called and said that they had located an open 
tunnel in the main entrance. Police were searching for her now in the 
tunnel. Police were still searching the grounds around the pyramids, but 
turned up nothing as of yet. They were using a couple of police dogs to 
sniff for her scent from her clothing that her roommate provided for police. 

Police cadets were looking in various parts of the tunnels. There were 
just too many interconnections. Some were narrow, while others were 
wider. If one got lost, it was possible they would be unseen. Some of the 
tunnels were unsafe as the walls were deteriorated and unstable. The hunt 
was exhausting. Even with flashlights, the tunnels presented very poor 
lighting. Police were looking everywhere. They were searching around both 
pyramids near the Sphinx. 

Very early that morning, the pyramids were full of exhausted 
policemen, flashlights and equipment. Still, no sign of Crystal yet. She 
had to be close-by. She was seen just minutes before she disappeared. How 
does one go missing in a matter of minutes? 

It had gotten to be in the early morning hours. Dawn would be here 
shortly. It rose around 6:00 a.m. Even with daybreak, there would be little 
light shining into the main tunnel. Police had looked for Crystal all night 
in an effort to locate her. It seemed to no avail. 

One police cadet was rounding a dark passageway in back of the main 
tunnel. He decided to turn back and go the other way when he thought he 
had heard something. He was checking it out now. It was a chance - just a 
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chance. The police cadet continued down the long, dark tunnel. Nothing 
but darkness and silence. 

As the cadet continued down the tunnel, he heard a very faint cry. He 
couldn't make it out clearly, but continued on. He walked faster as he came 
to the end of one tunnel connecting another. He heard a faint sound, then 
silence. He shined his flashlight on the wall of the fork that separated the 
tunnels. Nothing, but the eerie silence inside the tunnels. He was about to 
turn around and go the way he came, when he heard a low tone. 

“Help me!” he heard, as in a whisper. 

“Hello!” he exclaimed. “Anyone there?” 

“Help me!” he heard again. 

“Hello! “Is anyone there?” he asked. 

“Please help me! Oh God, please help me,” he heard again. 

The police cadet flashed his flashlight everywhere. Then suddenly, 
something caught his eye on the outer wall parallel to the fork of the 
tunnels. Sitting on the ground was a young woman with her hand to her 
eyes. She was bent down with her head over her shoulders almost in a 
kneeling position. Her knees were up to her chest. She was scat in light 
clothes and was shivering from exposure to the cold tunnel. The police 
cadet called out to her. “Are you Crystal Johnston?” 

“Yes,” she replied. 

“Are you okay?” he replied. 

“I’m cold, so very cold,” she replied. 

“Okay, hang on, Crystal. We will get you out of here,” he said. He 
immediately radioed his supervisor and said he had found her in back of 
the main tunnel at the fork. She was alive, seemed unharmed but cold. He 
asked for assistance and to bring warm blankets and supplies. The police 
cadet attended Crystal while he waited for backup. He asked Crystal if 
she needed anything. 

“I would like some water please. My mouth is so dry,” Crystal replied. 
The officer radioed again and asked that medics bring water too. 

Within a few minutes, two medical workers brought a stretcher, 
blankets and supplies. One had a bottle of water, which Crystal took a sip 
out of. She was very thirsty as she had run out of water last night. 

The shivering Crystal got on the stretcher as the two medics covered 
her with the blankets. One was around her shoulders and the other around 
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the rest of her body. Meanwhile, the supervisor called the hotel to deliver 
good news. 

Back at the hotel, the professor was a bundle of nerves. The coffee 
made it worse. The phone suddenly rang. He hesitated to pick it up at first. 
Would it be good news or was the police delivering bad news? 

The professor picked the phone receiver up. “Hello,” he said. 

“Hello, Professor Smith,” the heavy accented man said. 

“Yes,” he replied. 

“We have just found her. The medics are bringing her out of the tunnel 
now,’ the accented man said. 

“Where was she?” the professor asked. 

“One cadet located her in back of the tunnel at the fork. She is alive, 
but says she is cold and thirsty,” the man replied. 

The professor did a heavy sigh of relief. “Is she alright?” he asked. 

“She is complaining of a headache. Otherwise, she seems okay. The 
medics will examine her once she is out of the tunnel due to very poor 
lighting inside,” the man said. 

“Can I help?” the professor asked. 

“No, we are transporting her to the hospital to be examined by the 
doctors next,” the man stated. 

“Which hospital?” asked the professor. 

“The local hospital in downtown Cairo. She will be going to the ER,” 
the man said. 

“Okay, I will be down there directly,” the professor said. Both he and 
the man on the receiver hung up. 

The professor did a big shout of relief. He wanted to shower and change 
to go to the hospital. Within 30 minutes, he had already showered and 
dressed. He had finished his last cup of coffee. With disgust, he looked at 
the half-full pot of coffee he brewed earlier this morning. He would think 
about getting something to eat later. He wasn’t hungry, although he hadn’t 
eaten all night. 

The professor then called the front desk to call a cab for him that early 
morning. He frantically gathered his hotel key and went downstairs to 
wait for the cab to take him to the hospital. Within minutes, the cab was 
driving up to the front of the hotel. One good thing, the hotel personnel 
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were efficient. The cab driver knew the route well and had him at the 
hospital within 15 minutes. 

As the cab pulled up to the ER, he got out and paid the cab driver. 
He entered the ER. It was a mad rush of patients waiting to see the doctor 
for injuries or illnesses. He located the reception desk and asked them if 
Crystal had arrived yet. 

“Yes, sir. She arrived by ambulance about five minutes ago. A doctor 
is examining her now. Are you next of kin?” the female receptionist asked. 

“No, I’m Henry Smith, the professor in charge of her. Can I speak to 
the doctor or possibly see Crystal?” he asked. 

“You can speak to the doctor first. He should be finishing up in the 
examination room soon. Just take a seat in the waiting room and I will 
call you,” the receptionist answered. After giving his full name to the 
receptionist, the professor went to sit down among several others in the 
waiting room. 

The wait turned into 25 minutes. Finally, the professor’s name was 
called. He was directed down the long hallway into one of the examination 
rooms. As he entered the examination room, he waited another 5 minutes 
for the ER doctor to return. He introduced himself as Doctor Paki 
Kazemde. 

“Is Crystal all right?” the professor asked. 

“She has a severe contusion and a bruise on the left backside of her 
head. She has a big knot there. She was complaining of a bad headache. 
I have sent her to X-rays and ordered a neurologist to examine her films,” 
the doctor stated. 

“How did she get that? Did she fall?” he asked. 

“She doesn’t remember falling. She said she was struck behind by 
something hard,” the doctor said. 

“Oh, God! We looked for her about an hour yesterday when she went 
missing,” he stated. 

“She couldn’t hear you even if you had found her. She was knocked 
unconscious,” the doctor replied. 

“Oh, no! How long was she out?” the professor asked. 

“From what she reported, at least an hour,” the doctor replied. 

“Is she going to be okay?” the professor asked. He was getting very 
concerned now for her health. 
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“She doesn’t seem to have any other injuries. She was dehydrated and 
cold when found. We are giving her fluids intravenously now,” the doctor 
replied. 

“Can I see her now?” the professor asked. 

“When she comes from radiology, you can. But she needs rest as she 
has a concussion. She told me she wanted nothing but to sleep last night. 
She tried her best to stay awake,” the doctor stated. 

“Isn’t rest good for her now?” the professor asked. 

“Rest is, but sleep is the worst thing right after a head injury,” the 
doctor replied. “She will be back directly and you can see her.” 

“Can she take something for pain?” he asked. 

“We are ordering medication now. I wanted to wait and see the X-rays 
and C-Scan first,” the doctor stated. 

“Thank you, doctor,” he said. The doctor then left the room. 

Another ten minutes had passed. Crystal was brought back in a rolling 
bed. She had two technicians attending her. One was pushing her IV-pole 
with her. The professor was alarmed as her head was bandaged in back. 

Crystal was barely awake when the professor first saw her in the 
examination room. 

“Crystal, how are you feeling?” the professor asked. 

Crystal half-opened her eyes. “Drowsy and so sleepy. The doctor said 
to try and stay awake for a little while. He is ordering pain medication for 
my head. It hurts so,” Crystal replied. 

“We looked for you yesterday and the police looked for you all night,” 
the professor said. 

“Yes, they told me so in the ambulance,” Crystal replied. “What time 
did they actually find me?” 

“T got a call around 6:00 a.m. this morning that they had just found 
you,” the professor replied. What happened, Crystal?” he asked. 

“I remembered taking a break before time was called. I decided to 
walk back to the excavation site to where I and Jill were digging. I only 
had about five more minutes to go. As I was walking back, I heard my 
name called. It was not so loud, just above a whisper and came from the 
entrance of the pyramids. I walked towards the entrance, but did not go 
in. I remembered your saying before to not venture in the tunnel alone 
without someone else,” Crystal said. 
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“Yes, I did. That is why I found it odd when the police said you were 
inside the tunnel,” the professor said. 

“Well, I heard my name again. This time it was louder,” Crystal said. 

“Was it male or female?” he asked. 

“At first, I couldn’t make it out clearly, but then I thought it may be 
male. Then I changed my mind. It had to be female. She may need help,” 
Crystal replied. “I stuck my head inside and decided to just step inside. It 
was freaky at first, but I gained the courage to enter the tunnel,” Crystal 
replied. 

“You should have never done that without supervision,” the professor 
advised. 

“I know now, but I thought the adventurous part of me wanted to 
explore the inside of the tunnel,” Crystal replied. 

“What happened then?” the professor asked. 

“I thought I heard my name being called out this time. “Crystal...” It 
echoed in the tunnel. It was sounding off the distance, yet it was coming 
from nearby. I stepped inside to a wide open space. There was still some 
light left from the daylight, but dim at this point. There was nobody there. 
I was about to turn around to go back out when I heard something behind 
me. It was swift as if the wind was gushing from behind me. Suddenly, 
I felt something hard hit me from behind. I thought I heard footsteps as 
I tried to turn around just then. I felt dizzy and thought I was going to 
faint. Before I knew it, I was out. The next thing I knew, I woke up on the 
ground,” Crystal said. 

“Do you have any idea who or what struck you?” he asked. 

“No, professor. It just felt hard and was pretty painful,” she replied. 

“What did you do when you woke up?” he asked. 

- “T tried to call someone for help on my cell phone. Thank goodness I 
brought it with me in my knapsack. I finally got a connection to the hotel, 
but it went dead thereafter,” Crystal replied. 

“Why didn’t you phone the police first?” he asked. 

“Because I didn’t have any phone numbers with me. I thought if I 
could reach someone at the hotel, anyone, they would know where I was,” 
Crystal said. 

“Okay, enough questions for you now. The doctor wanted you to rest. 
The police want to ask you some questions later on,” the professor said. 
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“What about?” Crystal asked. 

“The doctor said you have a bad bruise behind your head. He thinks 
you were struck behind by something or someone. He said a neurologist 
is looking at your films now,” he said. 

“Wow, I didn’t mean to be so much trouble,” Crystal replied. 

The professor looked at her and smiled. “You are no trouble, just a little 
challenging,” he responded. 

Right then, the nurse brought in a shot for Crystal for pain medication. 
She gave Crystal the injection. Hopefully, Crystal would be feeling better 
soon. Within the hour, Crystal was admitted to the hospital. She was on 
the second floor. The professor followed her upstairs. 

It was going on 8:00 a.m. by then. The morning sun had already risen. 
“Crystal, are you feeling better now?” the professor asked. 

“My headache has subsided some,” she replied. 

Another 30 minutes went by. The neurologist came into her room. He 
introduced himself as Doctor Imhotep Mosi. He said he reviewed her films 
and had ordered an MRI just in case. He said he found nothing but a big 
contusion on her head. No broken bones or cracked skull. Both Crystal 
and the professor were much relieved. 

“Can you tell me how you were struck?” the doctor asked. 

“From behind. It felt really hard and hurt,” she replied. She felt her 
sore head. 

“Did you lose consciousness?” he asked. 

“Yes, it was difficult to stand up afterwards,” she said. 

“Do you know how long you were out?” he asked. 

“Ummm...I would say about an hour. The time on my cell phone 
showed about an hour, that is,” she replied. 

“That is a long time to be out,” the doctor replied. “How are you feeling 
now? Are you feeling any dizziness or faintness?” 

“Mostly dizzy. It is difficult to stand up,” she replied. 

“What else?” he asked. 

“A bad headache. My head just throbs,” she replied. 

“Did the pain medicine help?” he asked. 

“Tt helped some,” Crystal said. ‘ 

“You will feel like that for at least a couple of days, maybe longer,” he 
replied. 
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“Can I eat something? I am so hungry,” she said. 

The doctor replied, “Yes, I will have a plate sent up to your room. We 
have you on fluids now. You were very dehydrated when the police found 
you earlier this morning.” 

“T had only a limited amount of water last night and an apple to eat 
on,” she said. 

“You need more than that to survive. You were lucky they found you 
early this morning,” the neurologist replied. 

It was not luck, Crystal thought, it was a miracle. 

Within minutes, Crystal was taken downstairs to imaging for a MRI. 
As she waited afterwards for the results, the technicians brought her 
back into the room. The professor was waiting for her to return. He was 
exhausted from not sleeping all night. 

“Professor, why are you still here?” Crystal asked. 

“I'm responsible for all students, Crystal,” he replied. 

“Tl be okay. They will know the results soon,” she replied. 

“Well, I will stay here for a little while longer. I do want to get back 
and eat something too,” he replied. 

“You haven't eaten anything?” she asked. 

“Crystal, I’ve been up all night looking for you,” the professor replied. 

“I will share my food once they bring it,” she replied. 

“No, I will get something to eat afterwards,” he said. 

Within a few minutes, Crystal had her food delivered to her room. 
“Please take these two pieces of toast, professor. I hate white bread,” she 
said. 

“Are you sure? You need to eat something yourself,” he said. 

“Go ahead and take them,” Crystal stated, as she looked at her plate of 
potatoes, eggs and coffee. Anything else, go ahead and eat too. I’m willing 
to share food.” 

“T’m okay,” the professor responded. He ate the two pieces of toast. 

While eating her meal, she asked the professor. “Do you know what 
they will do about health insurance?” she asked. 

“You are insured for injuries under the university's policy because you 
_ were injured while on an excavation,” he responded. 

“Will I have to use my own health insurance?” she asked. 
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“That you will have to ask the hospital. I’m unfamiliar with this 
country’s policies. You may have to pay hospitalization costs with your 
own insurance,” he stated. 

“T rarely go to the doctor. I’m usually very healthy. Only been in the 
hospital once before with my tonsils out as a kid,” she replied. 

“T will check with the hospital’s billing if you like,” he said. 

“Please do, it would ease my mind. I may have to contact my mother 
in the United States to get my insurance’s information,” she replied. 

“T already have a call into her this morning,” the professor replied. 

“What?” Crystal asked. 

“Anytime there is an injury, the next of kin has to be notified. In that 
case, it is your mother,” he replied. 

“Oh, no. My mother will freak out,” she replied. 

“Young lady, be glad you weren't seriously injured beyond a concussion. 
It could have been much worse or they may not have found you so early,” 
he replied. 

After breakfast, the neurologist came back into the room. ‘The results 
of the MRI showed no internal injuries except the bump on the head and 
bruising at the skull. Both Crystal and the professor were much relieved. 

“Great, when can I be released to go back to the hotel?” she asked. 

“You won't be doing that today. You have a concussion,” he replied. 
You must stay in bed for the next couple of days and then take it easy 
afterwards,” he replied. “I’m mainly concerned about your fainting and 
unconsciousness.” 

“Can I go back to work on Monday?” she asked. Crystal was trying 
to sound optimist. 

“What kind of work do you do?” he asked. 

“Tam a college student and am digging at the Sphinx right now,” she 
replied. 

“Really, how fascinating. That is good, but your head is not so good 
right now,” he said. 

“I dig for ancient artifacts. My professor is my supervisor,” she said. 
She motioned to the professor sitting in the chair beside the hospital bed. 

“Well, I don’t know, young lady. We shall see tomorrow how you are 
doing. For now, bed rest is what I recommend,” he said. 
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Crystal was disappointed in the answer, but she knew the doctor was 
right. Her head still throbbed some and she was too dizzy to stand up 
right now. 

After a few more minutes, the professor said he wanted to get back to 
the hotel and get some sleep. He was glad she was alright and hoped she 
felt better real soon. He would tell the other students to wait tomorrow to 
contact her as she needed rest today. 

It was a weary day for Crystal, but she was able to find some rest later 
that morning until lunchtime. She slept peacefully as her medicine kicked 
in her system. The fluids were helping her too. She was no longer thirsty 
nor did she hunger for food. The meal filled her up that morning. 

At lunchtime, she had eaten another hearty meal. After she ate lunch, 
she heard a knock on the door. She thought it might be the professor 
coming back to check on her. Who else could it be? When she looked up, 
two individuals entered the hospital room. 


129 


Chapter csfifieen 


CANO 





Later that afternoon... 

Two police officers came into her hospital room. One was older and 
identified himself as Captain Zuberi. The other was a younger police 
officer. The captain introduced him as Sergeant Hasani. 

“Ms. Johnston, sorry to disturb you. I need to ask you some questions, 
please. We checked with your doctor and he said it was okay this afternoon,” 
the captain said. 

“Yes, sir,” Crystal replied. This must have been the police the professor 
advised her of this morning. 

“Can you tell me what happened yesterday?” the captain asked. 

Crystal repeated her story exactly of what she told the professor this 
morning. 

“Who hit you?” the captain asked. 

“I don’t know. I never saw their face,” Crystal replied. 

“Do you have any idea what you were hit with?” the captain asked. 

“No, it was hard and hurt,” Crystal answered. 

“Do you remember anything else?” the captain asked. 

“I do remember that I thought I heard a giggle and then a shuffle in 
back of me. After that, my head hurt so bad that I went unconscious,” 
Crystal said. 

“Did you hear only one person giggle?” asked the captain. 

“T believe so. Are you asking if 1 heard more than one person?” Crystal 
asked. 

“Yes, often there is more than one person in these types of cases,” the 
captain replied. : 

“I only remembered one giggle, like a cackling sound almost,” Crystal 
replied. 
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“Did you see anyone or did anyone see you just before this happened? 
he asked. 

“No, not that I can remember. Although I had an eerie feeling I was 
being watched when I entered the tunnel,” she replied. 

“Was anything missing or stolen from your bag?” he asked. 

“No, my cell phone and all my belongings were still in my knapsack 
when I awoke,” she replied. 

“Is there anyone who would have cause to harm you?” the captain 
asked. 

“Why do you ask that?” Crystal asked. 

“Because the doctors said you had a head injury that was sustained by 
a blunt instrument from the back. If the motive was robbery, the person 
would have robbed your cell phone most likely or be looking for cash. You 
said none of your belongings were missing. That leads me to think it wasn’t 
a person or a worker trying to rob you. Workers usually aren’t in that area 
of the pyramids anyway,” the captain answered. 

Crystal was silent at first. Then she spoke up. “I can’t think of anyone 
who does and I don’t usually carry a lot of cash at the site. I had only $5 
with me that day and paid for lunch with it,” Crystal responded. 

“What about a student?” the captain asked. 

“No, Jill is my digging partner and wouldn't have any grudge against 
me. She doesn’t know me that well either,” Crystal replied. 

“Anybody else you can think of?” he asked. 

Crystal tried to think of people she knew. She and her roommate, 
Jean, got along beautifully. Dan was an admirer and she believed a friend 
of hers. The other students seemed to be friendly towards her, like Phil or 
Tonya. There was Angie, but Angie was from a very respectable family. She 
would never do anything to harm her physically. 

“No, sir. I really can’t think of anyone right now,” Crystal replied. 

“Very well. One last thing, Ms. Johnston. Please do not tell anyone, 
particularly other students, that you were hit over the head,” the captain 
said. 

“Why is that, Captain? Do you think a student would do this to me?” 
_ Crystal asked. 

“We are just investigating, ma'am. If it was another student, we don’t 
want to alert them that we are on the trail just yet,” he replied. 
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“Aren't they going to ask about the head injury?” she asked. 

“Just say you got it when you fainted and fell on the ground. Don’t let 
anyone know that you were struck on the head and do any give out any 
details of the injury,” the captain replied. 

“Are you telling me this was deliberate?” she asked. 

“Yes, I believe so,” the captain stated. 

“Who in the world would be that evil?” Crystal asked. 

“Somebody disturbed or emotionally imbalanced,” he replied. 

“How do you know this?” she asked. 

“T’ve been investigating crimes like this for over 35 years,’ he answered. 

“T still find it hard to believe another student would do this to me,” she 
replied. “What purpose would they have in harming me?” 

“Jealousy or mischief maybe. I don’t really know, Ms. Johnston. You 
know your friends better than I do,” the captain replied. 

“Uhmmm...,” Crystal uttered. 

Okay, Ms. Johnston, we will investigate this incident further and get 
back with you. Hope you start feeling better soon,” the captain said. He 
and the younger police officer exited the room. They wouldn't have that 
much longer to wait to learn how right the captain was. This would set off 
a series of events that would be life-changing at minimum. 

Meanwhile, back at the hotel, the professor sneaked in some sleep 
that day. He ate a big lunch to make up for the lost meals. He told other 
students that Crystal was okay and to stay away from the hospital at least 
until tomorrow so Crystal could get some rest. 

At mid-afternoon, the professor received a phone call. The caller was 
from the United States. She had gotten the professor's message, but was 
calling on EST hours. The professor explained what had happened and that 
Crystal was in the hospital now recovering from a head injury. The caller 
was not particularly happy about the situation and voiced her opinion. She 
asked if Crystal was okay. She would see about coming to Cairo when she 
could get a flight out. If she could, she would give him a call back. 

Crystal had slept more that afternoon after the policemen left. Crystal 
was able to get a sponge bath in that afternoon as she wasn’t allowed to get 
out of bed to shower. It felt good to feel clean again. She also was able to 
wash her face, brush her teeth and hair, although her head was still painful 
to the touch. The bandage was still on the back of her head. 
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Crystal needed to wash her hair soon. One of the attendants said that 
she would take her tomorrow in a wheelchair over to the showers as long as 
she could get out of bed. The nurses came in every hour on the hour to take 
her temperature and vitals. Her headache had settled down some by then, 
but the doctor ordered more pain medication for her. She was informed 
that she would get a sedative tonight so she could sleep more restfully. 

In about another hour, she would get dinner. She was waiting for her 
meal to get to her room. She was eating better in the hospital than at the 
hotel with good nourishing meals. 

It had been 11 hours since she was out of the tunnel. She wanted to 
forget all about that. Besides the headache and dizziness, there were no 
side effects to speak of. The last 24 hours had been torturous for her and 
taught her a valuable lesson. Thinking about the whole day, it ended up 
good that could had been very bad. 

Back at the hotel, a troubled young man looked at his watch at the 
table in the restaurant. He looked sad and depressed. His concern was for 
Crystal. He wanted to go visit her in the hospital, but heeded the advice of 
the professor to wait until tomorrow. He had a secret to tell, but weighed 
carefully who to tell first. It may help embark a web of lies that had been 
hidden, but he had to be discreet. At least, he had to for now. 

An exhausted professor had awakened from a restful sleep. He knew 
Crystal was okay, other than a bump on the head. He needed to call the 
hospital about billing. He had promised Crystal. When he did call later 
in the afternoon, he was told the office was closed and would be open on 
Monday morning. He called the doctor to see how Crystal was doing. He 
didn’t want to call into the room as he didn’t want to disturb her. Crystal 
had a hard enough night and day. She needed her rest. 

~ After the hospital reported that she was stable and resting, the professor 
went downstairs to eat dinner that evening. He was still full from lunch, 
yet ordered a light dinner of soup and salad. While sitting at the bar, 
enjoying a cocktail, he got a visitor. The young man asked the professor 
if he could talk to him. He didn’t want others around listening and he 
wanted to talk in private. 

“Dan, I have had a long day. Is this something that can wait until the 
morning?” the professor asked. 

“Well, it could, but I need to get it off my chest,” Dan answered. 
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“Okay, meet me back up in the room in about 30 minutes then,” the 
professor replied. 

“Okay, Pl be there,” Dan said. 

In a half-hour, the professor got a knock on the door. When he 
answered it, Dan walked inside the room. He sat down in the chair by the 
table across from the professor. 

“Professor, how is Crystal doing?” Dan asked. He looked gravely upset. 

“She is okay. I called the hospital this afternoon and she was resting,” 
the professor answered. 

Will she be coming back to the hotel soon?” Dan asked. 

“Not today. Maybe when she is feeling better,” the professor replied. 
He was trying to keep students away from the hospital for a purpose. 

“What is wrong with her?” Dan asked. 

“She is just not fully oriented from being in the tunnel over 13 hours,” 
the professor replied. This wasn’t the real reason. The police had told the 
professor to not tell about Crystal’s head injury to anyone, even students. 
In this way, maybe the student involved would expose himself or herself 
in time. 

“T see. Is she not feeling well?” he asked. 

“She is dizzy. The doctor seemed to think it was post-traumatic stress,” 
the professor replied. It was a good response anyway as the professor was 
not giving out any details as the police advised. 

“Well, I want to go visit her in the hospital,” Dan said. 

“IT would wait to see if she can have visitors. The doctor felt she needed 
bed rest right now,” the professor answered. 

“T miss her. I am partly to blame for this,” Dan said. 

“In what way?” the professor asked. He was more than curious now. 
The professor, like the police, felt that the guilty person would tell on 
himself or herself eventually. Maybe this was the information he needed 
to find the person responsible for Crystal’s injury. 

“T should have come forward with what I knew before this,” Dan 
replied. The professor just sat in the chair and listened quietly. Dan shifted 
in his chair a minute and finally said, “Angie and Crystal never really got 
along.” ‘ 

“You are the second person to tell me that besides Crystal herself,” the 
professor said. 
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“Angie didn’t like Crystal that much. She thought Crystal was too 
proper. She even objected to me having dinner with Crystal sometimes,” 
Dan said. 

“Why would she object to that?” the professor asked. 

“Because Angie and I dated over a year ago. Nothing became of it and 
we quickly broke it off after a few months. It wasn’t going anywhere and 
I...” Dan didn’t finish the sentence. 

“And you what?” the professor asked. 

“I found out Angie had a drinking problem,” Dan finally answered. 
“She drank more and more as we went out those three months. She was 
a constant flirt. Angie didn’t seem to commit to any one person,” Dan 
replied. 

“Are you saying that the breaking up was mutual?” the professor asked. 

“Yes, we both didn’t care that much for each other. I think she wanted 
more in the beginning. As we dated, we both knew we were wrong for 
each other,” Dan replied. 

“I think Crystal thought Angie was still in love with you,” the professor 
stated. 

“I know she did, but I’ve asked Angie. She is pretty adamant that she 
is over me and vice-versa, Dan replied. 

“Are you trying to tell me that Angie is not jealous of Crystal because 
of you?” the professor asked. 

“Not at all. She is jealous of Crystal’s youth — her purity and innocence. 
She has such a youthful spirit. Crystal admitted to me that she is still a 
virgin,” Dan replied. 

“That shouldn't matter to Angie. Besides, that is a personal choice on 
Crystal’s part,” the professor said. 

“T know it is, but it does matter when something happened to Angie 
when she was a child. I don’t know the full details. I know she was raped. 
That is all. She never told me who did it or when it happened,” Dan replied. 

“Uh, I understand where you are getting at now,’ the professor said. 
“You said she developed a drinking problem while you dated.” 

“Actually, she already had a drinking problem when we met. It became 
more obvious as time went on. I think she is addicted and maybe to 
Methadone too,” Dan said. 
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“Whew, I didn’t know that before now,” the professor said. He was 
surprised to hear this bit of information. 

“Yes, I knew it, but held it back. I didn’t want to be a tattletale and felt 
that Angie needed a chance,” Dan said. 

“A chance?” the professor asked. 

“A chance to follow her dreams,” Dan replied. “I talked about Egypt 
last year to her. She was fascinated with coming here.” 

“I understand. Tell me something, Dan. Do you think Angie could do 
something to hurt another?” the professor asked. He was really thinking 
about Crystal then. 

“T feel she really isn’t that bad of a person inside, but I could be wrong. 
She was hurt early in life and needs help with her addiction. Why do you 
ask?” Dan asked the professor. 

“Tam hoping that none of the students did anything to harm Crystal,” 
the professor said. The professor almost gave it away that Crystal was 
harmed in the tunnel. 

“What do you mean, professor?” Dan asked. 

“Oh, I was just saying that I don’t think anybody would intentionally 
harm another student, at least I hope not. Crystal has had a frightening 
experience, but says she is okay now,” the professor said. He tried to think 
quickly to retract his previous statement as he almost let the ‘cat out of 
the bag’. 

The professor then walked Dan to the door. “Thank you, Dan, for 
telling me all of this.” At least he listened to what he had to say. But it was 
valuable information and might be useful to the police too. If the police 
were right, the guilty person or persons would come forth soon or be 
caught somehow. Dan left the room to go back to his room. 

The conversation troubled the professor though. If another student 
had intentionally harmed Crystal by striking her, it would lead up to an 
arrest. News would soon travel to the United States and the university’s 
board would get involved then. It could jeopardize future expeditions and 
his reputation with the university. It was publicity he couldn’t risk, but it 
would come about sooner than he would know. Only time would tell what 
really happened. Would they ever know why though? ‘ 

The professor picked up the hotel phone to call the police with 
information he had received from Dan. He let them know that the student 
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came forth willingly with the information and tried to keep Dan out of 
the limelight as much as possible. Surely, Dan would not be suspected. The 
police were doing their own investigation on the stolen money too over the 
past few weeks. They held this information from the professor. 

Later that evening, the professor received a call from Crystal’s mother. 
She and her boyfriend, Ralph, were headed for Cairo. They had a flight 
out that night at midnight. It was a 12-hour direct flight from New York. 
She would meet him at the hospital tomorrow afternoon or as soon as her 
flight got into Cairo. She asked about Crystal again and learned that her 
tests turned out okay. It didn’t seem to relieve her very much though. She 
was still very upset to learn that Crystal had been injured. 

That night, the nurses still came into her room, but less often now. 
Instead of every hour, they came in every few hours now. Crystal turned 
on television, but she really didn’t watch television very much. It just didn’t 
interest her. Besides, the channels were in another language, all except a 
few English-speaking programs. Just before bedtime, Crystal got her new 
medication and a sleeping pill. Crystal was hopeful it would help her rest 
better. The doctor was correct. It knocked her out in a short time. Crystal 
was soon in a peaceful sleep. She would be dreaming though. 

Crystal dreamed she was in a secluded place, filled with darkness. 
Sitting by the wall, there was no light anywhere around. She looked up 
and saw the outline of a man coming toward her. Unable to recognize 
him at first, he looked kind of sinister. As he approached closer, she began 
to recognize him and his facial features. He was her father. She stood up 
then. He touched her face gently and she hugged him. 

“Father, what are you doing here?” Crystal asked. 

“There is a way out of here,” he said. He pointed to the right with his 
right hand. “Go to the light.” 

“Father, I am frightened. I am alone, in total darkness and can’t get 
out. Please help me,” she said. 

“You will get out of this, Crystal. Go to the light, my child. I am 
always with you,” he replied. 

As Crystal started to walk toward the light, she saw a vision of her 
father with his new wife and a young girl about 12 or 13 years old. They 
looked happy and were laughing in gaiety together. They were singing 
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Christmas carols around the Christmas tree and drinking eggnog for 
merriment. Crystal could feel their happiness and love. 

Crystal envisioned seeing another girl joining them. A little older and 
mature, she looked to be in her early twenties. She was hugging the wife 
and the younger girl. She looked happy and laughing along as well. She 
looked at her father as they smiled and laughed together. 

As Crystal continued to walk towards the light, she envisioned seeing 
others in distress. These were young men and women with their children 
also. They were people hurting and needing counseling. She was consoling 
a battered wife, a victim of domestic violence. She saw herself talking to a 
young couple with mounting financial problems and a young baby in their 
arms. She saw herself with a drug and substance abuse addict who refused 
to give up heroin and alcohol. 

Crystal didn’t know what all this meant, but it wouldn’t be long 
until she found out the significance of her dream. It related to the dreams 
she had been having leading up to this. The rest of the night, she slept 
peacefully as she was in a deep sleep. Even the nurse couldn’t wake her up 
to take her vitals at midnight. 
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Later that night... 

Crystal was awoken by something that disturbed her sleep. It was the 
night nurse coming in to check on her. The night nurse change shifts in 
the evening. Crystal didn’t know what time it was. The nurses have two 
12-hour shifts — one in the daytime at 7 a.m. and one at night at 7:00 p.m. 
They generally work three or four days out of the week and interchange 
shifts. 

“Ms. Johnston, my name is Salama. I am your night nurse. I must give 
you an injection of your pain medication,” the nurse said. 

“What time is it?” Crystal said drowsily. She was sleeping so well 
before now. 

“It is 3:00 a:m. I’m so sorry to wake you. You were sleeping so sounding, 
but doctor orders. On your side, please,” the nurse replied. 

Crystal rolled over on her side to let the nurse give an injection in her 
left arm. After she finished, the nurse said, “Okay, I will leave you alone 
now. Good night, Ms. Johnson.” The nurse finished quickly and left the 
room. 

_ Crystal quickly dozed off and went back to sleep, forgetting that the 
nurse was ever in the room. When she awoke again, it was early morning. 
The sun was just coming out and shining brightly. Crystal looked at the 
big clock on the wall. It was ten after seven o'clock when the nurse walked 
into her room. 

“Good morning, Ms. Johnston. I’m your morning nurse,” the pretty 
nurse said. 

“My, I have so many nurses,” Crystal replied. 
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“We actually just have two shifts now — morning and night. I will be 
here until this evening. Then Salama comes aboard. You must have spoken 
to her last night,” the nurse said. 

“Whoever it was woke me up at 3:00 a.m.,” Crystal replied. 

“Sorry about that. Your doctor has ordered an injection every 6 hours 
for you for pain. You are having headaches,” she replied. 

“Yes, a bad one,” Crystal stated. 

“How do you feel this morning?” the nurse asked. 

“Better, it is less intense,” replied Crystal. 

“Good, see the medicine does help you,” the nurse replied. “You will 
get another one at 9:00 a.m. I just want to take a look at your bandage on 
your head. It was bleeding a little yesterday.” 

The nurse removed the bandage. “You have stopped bleeding. Anymore 
pain there?” the nurse asked. 

“Just painful to the touch,” Crystal replied. 

“Tt will be sore for a while, but looks good now,” she replied. She threw 
the bandage in the trash can. 

“Will I get another bandage?” Crystal asked. 

“No, I don’t think so. It will heal better uncovered now. It didn’t 
require stitches,” she said. 

Crystal asked, “When can I get up to take a shower? I need to wash 
my hair.” 

“The doctor ordered bed rest. If not too dizzy, we can wheel you to the 
showers down the hall. Someone will assist you there. It just depends on 
how you feel, okay?” the nurse replied. “Breakfast should be here within 
the hour. Are you hungry?” 

“Not too hungry, but I could eat some toast and drink a cup of coffee,” 
Crystal answered. 

“You can do better than that. Your weight seems very good and you 
lost a lb. since yesterday morning. How much do you usually weigh?” 
asked the nurse. 

“T usually weigh around 125 to 130 pounds at my heaviest,” Crystal 
replied. 

“And you are how tall?” the nurse asked. 


“Tm 5’6” tall,” Crystal replied. 
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“You weigh 123 pounds now,” the nurse replied. “I would say keep 
eating if you can.” 

Crystal didn’t realize she had lost weight. Although she didn’t have a 
weight problem, she usually stayed around the same weight range. 

“T will try, I just don’t get hungry very often,” Crystal replied. 

“Do you need help getting up to walk to the restroom?” the nurse 
asked. 

“Yes, please,” Crystal replied. 

The nurse helped Crystal out of bed. She was still connected to an IV 
with fluids. Crystal slowly made her way to the bathroom and felt relieved 
that she could even stand up and walk today. Afterwards, the nurse helped 
her back into bed. “Do you need anything else before I go?” she asked. 

“Some water please. I am so thirsty this morning,” Crystal said. 

“Do you want some crushed ice too?” the nurse asked. 

“Yes, please,” Crystal replied. 

The nurse poured Crystal a cup of water over crushed ice on her tray 
and handed it to her. It tasted wonderful to Crystal. She didn’t know 
why her mouth had been so dry lately. “An attendant will be in later this 
morning to help you bathe and groom,” the nurse said. The nurse then 
left the room. Crystal liked her already. She was very sweet and went out 
of her way to do for others. 

Another nurse came into the room shortly afterwards and took 
Crystal’s vitals and temperature. 

At 8:00 a.m., breakfast was served. It was delicious and nourishing 
like her previous meals. It wasn’t 15 minutes after breakfast that Dr. Mosi 
came into the room. “Good morning, young lady. How are you feeling?” 
he asked, cheerfully. 

“I’m feeling better than yesterday. Still a little dizzy and have a 
headache, but not as bad as yesterday,” Crystal replied. 

“Good, your temperature has gone down from 102 yesterday to 99.8 
this morning. That is good news. I was afraid you were developing an 
infection,” the doctor said. 

“Ts that from being in the tunnel itself?” Crystal asked. 

“Tt is due to the concussion itself, I think. You went through an 
experience Friday night,” the doctor said. 

“Is everything else okay then?” she asked. 
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“Everything looks really good. Your vitals are good. You are drinking 
water I see. Your levels are good. 

“Can I get out of here soon?” asked Crystal. 

“Well, let’s see how you are doing by tonight. I don’t want to push it,” 
he stated. 

“You get some rest and we will talk about it tonight. Okay?” he asked. 

“Okay, but all this fuss for nothing. I am doing alright, really,” she said. 

“We'll see. If you keep improving, we will see about tomorrow maybe,” 
the doctor replied. The doctor left the room. He continued on his morning 
rounds. 

An attendant came in the room to help Crystal with grooming, like 
brushing her hair and teeth. She also handed Crystal a wet washcloth to 
wash her face. Crystal asked if she was going to sponge bathe again today. 
The attendant said she didn’t know as Crystal may be going to the showers 
today. 

Within the hour, another attendant came in to change the sheets. She 
helped Crystal get into a big lounge chair beside the bed, which raised her 
legs and leaned her head back for more comfort. Crystal sat in the lounge 
chair with a blanket around her. 

The same girl as before that helped her with her grooming came into 
the room. “Good news from the doctor. As long as you aren't feeling too 
dizzy today, I can wheel you down to the showers. You are scheduled in 
about an hour. How does that sound?” she asked. 

“Great, I need a shower and to wash my hair,” Crystal replied. 

“T will be helping you with that too. The doctor didn’t want you up 
walking around yet,” she answered. 

“When will he?” asked Crystal. 

“I don’t know,” the girl replied. 

“Okay, I guess I will just have to be patient then,” Crystal stated. 

The girl soon left the room, while the attendant finished making 
Crystal’s hospital bed. She folded down the top sheet and blanket for her. 
“Do you want to get back in bed, Ms. Johnston?” she asked. 

“No, I think I want to sit up for a little while anyway,” Crystal said. 

The attendant had cleaned the bathroom quickly and collected the 
trash. “Okay, you can ring for your nurse on this remote.” She handed 
Crystal a remote for the television, lights and to call her nurse. She soon 
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left the room afterwards. Crystal was left alone sitting in the chair by 
herself. She decided to turn on television. Nothing was really on except 
the morning news, in Egyptian. 

The morning nurse came in at 9:00 a.m. to give Crystal her next 
injection. Her fever was definitely down from last night. The doctor was 
correct. It was going back down to near normal now. “Have you been 
sitting in that chair by yourself? Why didn’t you call for help to get back 
in bed?” the nurse asked. 

“I wanted to sit up for a few minutes,” Crystal replied. 

“A few minutes, okay, but remember the doctor ordered bed rest for 
now,’ the nurse stated. 

“T think I’m ready to get back in bed now,” Crystal replied. 

The nurse helped her get back in bed from the lounge chair. She gave 
Crystal an injection in her other arm to prevent soreness. 

It was soon afterwards that Crystal got a knock on the door. It was 
the florist delivering flowers to her room. Crystal looked at the assortment 
of lovely pink daffodils, carnations and azaleas in a pretty vase. She took 
the card attached, “Hope you recover quickly.” It was not signed nor could 
Crystal tell whose handwriting it was. The florist deliverer sat them on her 
table next to her bed. They were beautiful and set a sweet aroma out in 
the room. 

Ten minutes later, Crystal got a call from the professor. He called to 
see how she was doing. 

“Tam feeling rested this morning. A lot better than yesterday,” Crystal 
replied. 

“Good, I wanted to let you know I’m coming later today if okay. I have 
things I need to do here and then I will probably be over there before this 
evening,” the professor stated. 

“All right, I guess I can keep myself entertained anyway,” she giggled a 
little, but still painful with her head. “By the way, did you send over some 
flowers just now? They arrived a few minutes ago.” 

“No, Crystal, I did not send them. Sorry, it wasn’t me,” he said. 

“They are beautiful. You will see them when you get here,” she said. 

“Okay, see you this afternoon then,” he replied. The professor didn’t 
tell Crystal that her mother and boyfriend were headed for Cairo that 
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afternoon. He didn’t want to face Crystal’s mother, but knew it would be 
inevitable. 

“Okay, bye for now,” she said. They both hung up the phone. 

Crystal decided to try to close her eyes and sleep before lunchtime a 
few hours. The injection was starting to work on her now. Somehow, the 
pain medication had something that calmed her and made her sleepy. She 
was soon asleep in her own world, fast approaching dreamland. She even 
fell asleep while watching television. 

Suddenly, Crystal was awoken by someone coming into the room. It 
was the girl she saw earlier this morning. Crystal glanced at the big clock 
on the wall. It was 10:00 a.m. “Ready to go now?” she asked. She brought 
a wheelchair to help Crystal in. 

The attendant helped Crystal get into the wheelchair. The nurse had 
just been in the room and unplugged Crystal’s IV to make it easier for 
the shower. The attendant wheeled Crystal down the long hallway to the 
showers on the other side. The girl assisted Crystal into the shower area, 
helping her with undressing. This embarrassed Crystal as she was a grown 
woman having to be helped to be showered, but she knew that standing 
up wasn’t an option right now. Crystal was able to shower and wash her 
hair in the wheelchair. 

Afterwards, the girl handed Crystal a bath towel and clean hospital 
gown. Crystal could dry her hair with the hair blower at the sink. Crystal 
felt clean now and refreshed. Crystal dried her hair enough to let it dry on 
its own. The clean hospital robe kept her warm as she was wheeled back to 
her room. The girl helped her back onto the bed. She said the nurse would 
come in and plug her IV back up soon. 

Crystal combed her hair out. It was straight and getting longer now. 
It was still wet, but drying now. She put the covers over her. The blanket 
felt good and warm. That was one thing that had bothered her the other 
day. She was so cold inside the tunnel and it took nearly 24 hours to get 
her body warmed up again. The nurse came in to plug her IV back up. 
Crystal wished they would remove it completely. She was doing fine she 
thought. Pretty soon, she had drifted off to sleep again. 

Crystal was awoken by a lady’s voice. “Ms. Johnston, lunch is here,” 
the woman said, standing over Crystal. She put the tray of food on the 
rolling table beside the bed. “Do you want to sit up?” 
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Crystal drowsily woke up. She then looked at the woman and then the 
plate of food beside her bed. “Yes, please,” Crystal responded. 

The woman helped Crystal with her bed and brought the tray up where 
Crystal could reach the food in front of her. The women lifted the tray. 
Even though she said she wasn’t very hungry, she ate her lunch heartily. 
The meals at the hospital were so good and filling to Crystal. 

After lunch, another nurse came in to do her temperature and vitals 
again. Both her blood pressure and temperature were sustained and looked 
good. Crystal was able to catch a short nap before she had a visitor earlier 
that afternoon. It was not the professor, but in stepped Dan. He was 
surprised to see Crystal with her head down sleeping on the pillow. 

“Crystal, did I disturb you?” Dan asked. 

“No, not at all. I was just dozing off some. I keep getting interruptions 
when I try to fall to sleep,” Crystal replied. 

“Tm sorry. How are you feeling?” Dan asked. 

“Better, the medicine and sleep has helped,” Crystal replied. 

“Good, I wanted to come by yesterday to see you, but the professor 
said you couldn’t have visitors,” Dan stated. 

“Well, I think the doctor thought I needed rest, but I’m okay now,” 
Crystal replied. 

“Any visitors yet or am I the first one?” he asked, smiling. 

“Nobody has visited me besides you and the professor yesterday 
morning,” Crystal answered. 

“The professor said you needed complete bed rest now. Jean sends her 
love and hopes you get well quickly. She said she would wait until you felt 
better for visitors,” Dan said. 

Crystal replied, “She is always very considerate and sweet.” 

~ “Everybody is asking about you at the hotel - Jill, Phil, Bill, Karl, even 
Angie,” Dan responded. 

“Angie, really?” Crystal asked. She found that hard to believe that 
Angie would be concerned for her. 

“She is concerned for you for some reason,” Dan replied. 

It probably wasn't for the right reason, thought Crystal. 

“What actually happened, Crystal?” Dan asked. 

Crystal told him about her fainting and being in the tunnel. She was 
careful not to say too much to anyone as the police advised her yesterday. 
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“Did you fall when you fainted?” he asked. 

“Yes, I fell to the ground,” Crystal replied. 

“We all looked for you for nearly an hour. No one thought you would 
be inside the tunnel. Didn’t you hear anyone calling you?” he asked. He 
had a puzzled look on his face. 

“No, I had fainted and apparently was out of it for a while. I heard no 
one inside or outside the tunnel frankly,” Crystal replied. 

“How long were you out?” he asked. 

“The doctor said for almost an hour,” Crystal said. 

“An hour after fainting!” he exclaimed. “You must have done more 
than faint. Did you hit or strike anything on the way to the ground?” 
Dan asked. 

“T believe I struck something on the ground. At least, that is what the 
doctor said,” Crystal replied. 

“Oh, maybe that explains why you are still in the hospital. I thought 
they were just checking you out and would release you soon afterwards,” 
Dan replied. 

“The doctor won't release me because I had a temperature yesterday. 
He said due to the stress of being in the tunnel for over 13 hours,” Crystal 
replied. She had to get Dan off the subject right away. 

“Didn't you know how to get out of there?” Dan asked. 

“Dan, it was total darkness at night in there. I could only see through 
the little light on my cell phone. I had no idea where I was going. The more 
I tried to get out, the more I got lost, like an entangled maze of tunnels,” 
Crystal answered. 

“You are amazing to have survived in there overnight without losing 
your sanity,” Dan replied. 

“I was so cold and just wanted to sleep mostly. The blow to the...” 
Crystal caught herself in midstream before she finished the sentence. She 
was afraid she had said too much already. 

“Blow?” Dan asked, as he looked straight at her. 

“I mean whatever I struck on the ground, sorry about that,” Crystal 
replied. She quickly had to think of something to say. She tried to change 
the subject then. “By the way, thanks so much for the flowers,” she said. 

“Flowers?” he asked. 
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“The flowers you sent this morning, silly. They are beautiful,” Crystal 
said, pointing to the vase next to her bed. 

“Well, they are pretty, but I didn’t send them,” he said. 

“You didn’t!” she exclaimed. 

“What does the card say?” Dan asked. 

“Tt says ‘hope you recover quickly’,” she said. Crystal showed him the 
card attached. 

“Hmmm, well, I’m not the secret admirer to claim this one,” he said. 

“That's weird,” Crystal said. 

“Maybe it’s from your other boyfriend,” Dan said, smiling. 

“T have no other boyfriend than you, that is, you are a boy and a friend 
of course,” Crystal said. 

“I know what you mean,” Dan replied. He stood up to leave. 

“Are you leaving so soon?” she asked. 

“Well, the professor said to only stay a few minutes, that you needed 
your rest. Anything I can get you before I go?” Dan asked. 

“Can you hand me a glass of cold water, please? There is crushed ice 
in the small pitcher there. I’m supposed to be drinking as much water as I 
possibly can. I think they are drowning me,” Crystal said, as she chuckled 
a little. 

“Alright,” Dan replied. He poured her a cup of water over crushed ice 
and handed it to her. 

Crystal reached out for the cup of water and suddenly flinched back. 
“Ouch!” exclaimed Crystal. She touched the back of her head that was 
painful. 

“What's wrong?” he asked. 

“Oh, nothing. Just felt a pain, that’s all,” Crystal replied. 

“Is your head hurting you?” he asked. “Let me see.” 

Before Crystal could tell him not to, he felt her head and then on the 
back of her head. There was a big bump protruding there. 

“Crystal, there is a big bump on the back of your head. Did you know 
it was there?” he asked. 

“Yes, it was where I hit something,” Crystal replied. 

“You must have hit something hard. That is a bad bump,” Dan replied. 
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Crystal wanted to change the subject again. She wished she hadn’t of 
asked Dan for a cup of water. He would have left the room by now. He was 
obviously smart enough to figure out now that she was struck from behind. 

“Dan, I can’t tell you even if I knew what happened to me. It is all but 
a blur now. Thank God it is over with. Can we keep this quiet please, just 
among you and me?” she asked. 

“You know I won’ tell if you tell me not to,” Dan stated. 

By then, it was close to 3:00 p.m. The nurse came back into the room 
to give Crystal her injection. Dan stood up from the chair beside her bed. 
He was ready to go anyway. 

“Crystal, take good care of your self. You know I love you,” Dan said. 

Crystal cleared her throat. She took a minute to respond. “I love you 
too,” Crystal replied. She looked at Dan as the nurse stared at both of 
them. 

Dan was too shy to give Crystal a kiss on the cheek in front of others. 
He squeezed her hand and left her side then. He exited the room. 

The nurse looked at Crystal. “Good news, Ms. Johnston, we are taking 
away the IV this afternoon. You don’t need fluids now,” the nurse said. 

“Really, that is good, isn’t it?” Crystal asked. 

“Yes, especially how dehydrated you were yesterday. You are fine now. 
Your levels look good. Keep drinking plenty of water,” she stated. 

“T feel I am going to pop if I drink any more water,” Crystal replied. 

The nurse giggled. “You won't pop, Ms. Johnston. You are getting more 
hydrated, which is good,” she said. 

“Well, here it goes again,” Crystal replied. The nurse helped Crystal 
to the bathroom and back to bed. She then gave Crystal the injection, 
alternating arms again. Crystal was able to get some more sleep that 
afternoon. She never heard the nurse come in and unplug her IV on 
her arm. 
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Later that afternoon... 

Crystal received a call from the professor around 4:30 p.m. He seemed 
a little rushed, but said he would be a little late getting there. He had 
something to attend to first. Crystal got the feeling he might be frustrated 
over something, but whatever it was, he didn’t say. He said it would 
probably be around dinnertime. 

A few minutes later, Jean called Crystal to see how she was doing. 

“T’m sorry I didn’t call sooner. I was told not to call or disturb you that 
you may be resting,” Jean said. 

“Really, that was yesterday. The doctor put me on bed rest. I’m feeling 
better today,” Crystal replied. 

“Good, we have all been so worried about you, particularly Angie. She 
has put a special interest in you lately,” Jean said. 

“Really, I find that hard to believe. She wasn’t that concerned for me 
before this,” Crystal answered. 

“She got upset today. We had a scuffle here a little earlier today,” Jean 
said. 

“What happened?” Crystal asked. She was curious to know. 

_ “Dan came back from the hospital upset. He went up and confronted 
Angie in her hotel room about you. Karl was there at the time. Both Dan 
and Karl got into a verbal confrontation. It led to an argument. There was 
shouting heard all down the hall, other students said. The management was 
called to break it up. The professor got involved as the manager wanted to 
call the police,” Jean stated. 

“Wow, I never thought two guys would fight over me,” Crystal said. 
“It wasn’t over you exactly. It was about hurting you,” Jean said. “The 
other students said that Dan told Karl that Angie hurt you somehow.” 
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“Really, he didn’t seem that upset when he left here today,” Crystal 
said. 

“The professor took both guys downstairs to the manager’s office to 
cool off. The manager decided not to call the police if it didn’t happen 
again. Both Karl and Dan are to keep distance away from each other the 
rest of the course,” Jean advised. 

“Uhm...what did Dan mean that Angie hurt me somehow?” asked 
Crystal. 

“That she hurt you in the tunnel the other day,” Jean said. 

“Nobody knows anything yet. Even I don’t know,” replied Crystal. 

“Would you tell me if you did know?” asked Jean. 

“Well, I don’t know what happened to me. Trust me on that one, 
Jean,” Crystal said. 

“Okay, I trust you. It’s been a mess though. The police are here today 
asking questions,” Jean stated. 

“Questions about what?” Crystal asked. 

“They are interviewing students about your disappearance the other 
day,” Jean said. 

“Have they talked to you?” Crystal asked. 

“Not yet, they are still interviewing other students. I may be next 
though. I believe they interviewed a few students on my floor already,” 
Jean said. “How come they are doing that? I thought you had an accident 
in the tunnel.” 

“They are just investigating, that’s all. | don’t think much will become 
of it. Just a precaution whenever someone goes missing,” Crystal said. She 
tried to be forthcoming, yet give as little information as possible. 

“Well, I hope no one hurt you. I certainly hope you get well soon and 
can come back to the hotel,” Jean said. 

“Me too,” Crystal replied. She wanted to change the subject. “By the 
way, Jean, did you send flowers this morning?” 

“No, I didn’t. I figured you would be back at the hotel soon,” Jean 
replied. “Did the person not sign the card?” 

“No, they didn’t, but whoever sent them, they are beautiful. A gorgeous 
arrangement of flowers,” Crystal said. Just then, she heard a,knock on the 
door. 

“Come in!” Crystal said. Jean, can I call you back later?” Crystal asked. 
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“Sure, don’t worry about that. You have enough to deal with right now. 
I'm glad you are okay,” Jean said. Both she and Crystal said their goodbyes 
and hung up the phone. 

Back at the hotel, Jean had hung up the phone. She also had a knock on 
her door. She went to open it. She was surprised to see two men standing 
there with suits on. They showed her their badges. It was the police. “Ms. 
Barrett,” the older policemen said, “I am Captain Zuberi and this is my 
associate, Sergeant Hasani. May we ask you some questions, please?” 

“Yes, certainly, Captain, anything to help,” Jean replied. Jean invited 
the policemen in the room. They entered the room, but they stayed close 
to the door. 

“We will only take up a minute of your time, please. Do you know 
why we are here?” the captain asked. 

“Not totally, but I heard you were interviewing other students in the 
building. I thought you may be coming to see me soon,” Jean answered. 

“That is correct, Ms. Barrett. We have a special interest in the 
disappearance of Ms. Johnston the other day,” Captain Zuberi said. 

“But I thought she was just lost in the tunnel. Are you saying she really 
disappeared?” Jean asked. 

“We are here to gather information right now, ma'am. There is no other 
information to share,” the captain said. 

“Ms. Barrett, Ms. Johnston is your roommate?” the captain asked. 

“Yes, she is,” Jean replied. 

“Has Ms. Johnston ever mentioned if anyone disliked her?” he asked. 

“Crystal never said anything even if I asked her. She did tell me one 
time that she and her last roommate had a conflict. That is why she moved 
to this room a few weeks ago,” Jean said. 

~ “Oh, who was her last roommate?” the captain asked. 

“Angie Halstead. She was upstairs on the third floor then,” Jean 
answered. 

The policemen both looked at Jean. “Do you know what the conflict 
was about?” the captain asked. 

“Crystal told me that Angie said mean things behind her back and she 
didn’t trust her,” Jean replied. 

“Anything else?” the captain asked. 
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“She did say once that it was her word against Angie’s. She knew 
Angie’s father was a big medical doctor in Phoenix,” Jean said. 

“Did she elaborate on that?” the captain asked. 

“No, sir. When I tried to find out more, she said it was past history 
and over with. She asked me to keep it quiet among ourselves,” Jean said. 

“Did Ms. Johnston ever feel threatened by Ms. Halstead?” the captain 
asked. 

“T don’t know if threatened so much as sort of scared of her for some 
reason, Jean answered. “She felt Angie didn’t like her very much.” 

“Why is that?” the captain asked. 

“Because of a couple of things really,” said Jean. “Crystal started 
seeing one of Angie’s old boyfriends, Dan. Also, Crystal discovered several 
alcoholic bottles in Angie’s suitcase one night in the closet. It was after that 
when Crystal moved out the next day.” 

“Did she report that to anyone?” the captain asked. 

“No, sir. Not about the alcohol, she just told the professor she wanted 
to move out immediately,” Jean said. 

“Did she say why she didn’t report the alcohol to anyone?” the captain 
asked. 

“That is when she got defensive. She didn’t want to make waves or 
cause trouble she said,” Jean said. 

“Do you know this Dan fellow?” the captain asked. 

“Yes, he is another student on the third floor. He went to dinner with 
Crystal sometimes and they talked a lot. I think they were really good 
friends, nothing more,’ Jean said. 

“Thank you, Ms. Barrett, you have been very helpful,” the captain said. 

“Is Crystal in some kind of trouble?” asked Jean. 

“We are investigating for now. No one is in trouble here,” the captain 
answered. He thanked Jean again and the younger policeman nodded. The 
two policemen left the room then. Jean stood in the middle of the room 
still stunned. She didn’t realize that the questioning would open up a lot 
more than expected. 

After the door closed, the two policemen looked at each other in the 
hallway. “Angie Halstead is in Room 301. We need to search that room,” 
the captain said. 
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The two policemen went upstairs to search in Angie’s room. Perhaps 
the suitcase would hold a clue that was impertinent to their case. As they 
got upstairs, they knocked on the door. No answer from within. They 
had a security key to open the door. When they unlocked the door, they 
stepped inside. No sign of Angie. She was apparently out for the evening. 

Sergeant Hasani opened up the closet. He searched all through Angie’s 
belongings and clothes. There the two policemen got a surprise. The 
suitcase was gone! 

Meanwhile, back at the hospital, the professor entered the room. He 
had a concerned look on his face. The professor asked Crystal, “Crystal, 
did you say anything to Dan today about being hurt?” Crystal could tell 
he was a little upset. 

“No, Dan came to see me today. He was about to leave when I asked 
him for a cup of water. My head started hurting again. Before I knew it, 
he reached back and felt the bump on my head. I never told him I was 
hurt,” Crystal replied. 

“He came back to the hotel upset. I had to take him downstairs to 
quiet him down. He is afraid that Angie or Karl harmed you in some way,” 
the professor stated. 

“I know as I just talked to Jean. That was her that I was talking to when 
you came in. While he was here, I never said anything like that and I tried 
to avoid questions by changing the subject,” Crystal stated. 

“You still need to be careful, Crystal. The police said you could give it 
away that they are investigating it. Please do not say anything to anyone 
about your injury. That is why I’m trying to keep students away for now. 
Dan insisted on coming today to see you, despite my hesitations,” the 
professor said. 

“Okay, professor, I'll be more careful from now on,” Crystal replied. 

“Please do, I want the police to catch this person. I was able to settle 
both Karl and Dan down for now, but anymore explosions and people will 
become suspicious,” the professor answered. 

The professor seemed quite concerned for Crystal and the events 
surrounding her disappearance. He still did not tell her who was coming 
to see her this evening. They may already be in Cairo by now for all he 
knew. He expected them at any moment now. 


153 


Anne R. Murray 


At 6:00 p.m., dinner was served. Crystal felt better and ate more 
this evening. Her appetite seemed to be coming back. The professor was 
relaxing on the sofa. He had eaten earlier this afternoon. Dusk was settling 
in and changing to nightfall. The evening was cooler with soft tones of 
winds blowing lightly outside. Crystal could hear heavy footsteps coming 
to her doorway. There was a sharp knock at the door. “Come in,” Crystal 
said. 

Two people entered the room then. One had an angry but concerning 
look on her face. The other was quiet and more laid back. Both of them 
stopped in front of Crystal’s bed as the professor was standing to the side 
of Crystal’s bed. 

“Crystal, are you all right?” the woman asked. She looked extremely 
tired and as if she had lost much sleep. 

“Mom, what are you doing here in Cairo?” Crystal asked. 

“I got a call from Professor Smith the other day that you were injured. 
I came as soon as I could get a flight out of New York,” Ms. Johnston said. 

“I am doing alright. Much better than yesterday,” she replied. 

“That is good. I need to talk with the doctor,” Ms. Johnston replied. 

“He should be here soon. He said he would during his evening rounds,” 
the professor stated. 

“Who are you?” Ms. Johnston asked, almost in a hateful tone. 

“I am Professor Smith,” the professor answered. 

“The one I talked to over the phone with yesterday,” Ms. Johnston 
replied. 

“Why didn’t you tell me you called my mother?” Crystal asked, looking 
directly at the professor. 

“I had to notify the next of kin if a student is injured according to 
university rules,” the professor replied. “Sorry, please don’t hate me.” 

“T’m glad you did. What kind of hellhole is this? You were supposed to 
be watching my daughter and making sure she didn’t get injured. I need 
to get her out of this God-forsaken place!” she exclaimed. 

“Ms. Johnston, I know you are upset and rightfully so, but...” he 
couldn’ finish his sentence. 

“Professor Smith, I’m going to collect my daughter’s belongings and 
get her out of here as soon as possible. Then once I get back in the States, 
I’m going to sue you and the university!” Ms. Johnston shouted. 
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Crystal knew her mother very well. She knew she couldn’t live this 
down. 

“Mom, it wasn’t the professor’s fault. It was my fault for leaving the 
site a little bit early,” she said. 

“Why did you leave the site then?” her mother asked. 

“Because I needed to take a break and get some water,” Crystal replied. 

“Why didn’t you stay with the group?” her mother asked. 

“I was stupid. I wasn’t thinking and I got lost in the tunnel,” Crystal 
replied. 

“Tunnel? You let someone wander off in a tunnel alone, professor?” 
her mother asked. 

“Mom, he didn’t allow it. I did it on my accord. I was exploring,” 
Crystal answered. 

“Still, he is responsible for you while on this expedition,” her mother 
replied. 

The professor cleared his throat and interrupted. “That is true. I take 
full responsibility for that. It was my fault she wandered into the tunnel 
and got hurt in the first place,” the professor replied. “I apologize, Ms. 
Johnston. I am so sorry it happened.” 

“Well, at least you don’t deny it!” exclaimed Crystal’s mother. 

Just then, Dr. Mosi entered the door, just in time to save the professor 
from another emotional pursuit from Crystal’s mother. She was on a 
warpath now. Crystal knew beforehand she would be. 

“What is this I hear, young lady? Your mother is here now,” Dr. Mosi 
stated. 

“Are you Mrs. Johnston?” he asked her mother. He shook her hand. 

“Yes, Iam Crystal’s mother,” she said. 

- “Is this her father, Mr. Johnston?” he asked, as he looked at Ralph. He 
shook his hand also. 

“No, this is Ralph Felton,” her mother answered. 

“Oh, how may I help you?” the doctor asked. 

“Well, how is Crystal doing and when can we take her home?” she 
asked. 

“Your daughter is doing very well. Both her blood pressure and 
temperature are down this evening. She is not experiencing dizziness or 
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nausea as before. Her headaches are sporadic, but will decrease with time,” 
Dr. Mosi reported. 

“What exactly is wrong with her?” Ms. Johnston asked. The doctor 
looked at the professor as he flinched. 

“Your daughter sustained a concussion while in the tunnel. We have 
determined through films and a MRI that it is not permanent brain 
damage. Nor is her skull fractured. It is a bad bruise around the back of 
her head. We assumed she sustained this when she fainted in the tunnel 
and struck her head,” the doctor advised. 

“When will she be released to go home?” her mother asked. 

“Tf all continues to go well as it has been, probably by tomorrow or the 
following day. I have been concerned about her dizziness, but that seems to 
be subsiding more. Your daughter is making a remarkable recovery, Mrs. 
Johnston,” Dr. Mosi said. 

“Why did she faint?” her mother asked. 

“That I do not know. She has never had fainting spells that you know 
of?” asked the doctor. 

“No, she has always had excellent health until now. She was only in 
the hospital one time as a child getting her tonsils out at age five,” her 
mother replied. 

“Tam as puzzled as you are, Mrs. Johnston. We have done imaging and 
screenings, but found nothing. I can only explain she hit her head when 
she fell,” Dr. Mosi said. 

“T want her out by tomorrow. I want an American doctor to look at her 
when we get to the States. Obviously, you don’t know what you are doing,” 
her mother stated bluntly. She was being rude to the doctor. 

Crystal rolled her eyes then as if she couldn't believe what her mother 
had said to the doctor. Her mother was a tough cookie though. How much 
Crystal knew that. 

“No problem, I understand. Good to meet you,” the doctor said. He 
excused himself as he left the hospital room. He cleared his throat then. 

The room was silence for a moment afterwards. No one dare speak. 

“Well, Ralph and I just got in from the airport this afternoon. It took 
us three plane flights to get here. We started last night around midnight. 
How you ever did it, Crystal, I will never know,” Crystal’s mother stated. 

“It was hard with little sleep, but I made it fine,” Crystal replied. 


156 


Shattered Dreams 


“We tried to book at the hotel you are staying at, but they were full due 
to students staying there. We are staying at the New Extady Hotel down 
the street. We haven’t eaten dinner and I am exhausted. We both are really. 
We just arrived in Cairo a few hours ago and checked into the hotel. We 
came directly here,” her mother said. 

Ralph had not said a word while in the room, but started to yawn now. 
Crystal’s mother made a motion to him that she was ready to leave now. 

“I'm glad you are okay now. Is there anything you want before we 
leave?” Crystal’s mother asked. 

“No, I don’t think so,” Crystal replied. — 

“Well, good night dear. Sleep well and I will be back tomorrow 
morning when we get up,” her mother stated. “It may not be real early as we 
will probably sleep in some. I should be here later in the morning though.” 

“That’s fine. You need to catch up on your sleep,” Crystal replied. 

Crystal hugged her mother and said goodbye to Ralph as they exited 
the room. She loved her mother, but knew she was relentless. Her mother 
had always been her protector, even as a little girl. Growing up without a 
father was difficult for both her and her mother. Still, she felt her mother 
was a little over-protective of her. 

The professor still stood at the side of the bed, speechless until now. 
“Well, the worst is over with anyway. It went better than | actually thought 
it would,” the professor said. 

“How is that?” Crystal asked. 

“Your mother sounded tough over the phone. She is used to having 
control of things,” he replied. 

“Yes, she is. You are right that she is tough, very tough,” Crystal 
answered. “Why did you have to call her, professor?” 

~ “Because I had a duty if any student is injured to report to next of kin. 
Also, the hospital needed to get in touch with her too,” the professor said. 

“Why? I am an adult now,” Crystal stated. 

“Yes, but they do that just in case,” the professor replied. 

“In case of what?” Crystal asked. 

“In case of serious illness or injury,” he replied. 

“Or death?” she asked. “Do you think someone was trying to kill me, 


professor?” 
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“No, but your injury could had been more severe leading to shock,” 
he said. 

“T don’t want to talk about it. It’s over with and I’m alright, really,” 
Crystal said. 

“Okay, whatever you say. I am leaving you now. Sorry that this has 
caused distress to you and your mother,” the professor said. 

“Me too, but it will be over soon, hopefully,” she replied. “Professor, if 
I leave tomorrow, can | get my money refunded from the course?” 

“It is probably unlikely. Maybe a partial credit, but is it too late in the 
semester for a total refund,” he answered. 

“What about credit for this course?” she asked. 

“If you take an incomplete, you have to make it up within a short 
period of time next semester,” he said. 

“How much time then?” she asked. 

“Normally within two weeks or get a failing grade,” he answered. “I 
recommend you withdraw from the course instead to save your grades,” 
he replied. 

“Then I would lose my money,” she replied. 

“Better money than a failing grade,” he said. 

The professor then said his goodbye for the evening. Crystal turned 
on television and got up herself this time. It was already 8:00 o'clock. In 
another hour, the nurse would be in to give her another injection. Another 
nurse came in to take her vitals. Her temperature was completely normal 
at 98.6, but her blood pressure was a little high. “Your blood pressure is 
a little bit high tonight — 140 over 93. Anything upset you today?” the 
nurse asked. 

“Yes, I saw my mother tonight and she wants to take me back to the 
United States tomorrow. I don’t want to go back just yet,” Crystal said. 

“Maybe things will turn out alright for you. I certainly hope so 
anyway, the nurse replied. 

“Thank you, me too,” Crystal replied. 

“Do you need help getting up tonight?” the nurse asked. 

“No, I went myself a few minutes before you came in, thanks,” Crystal 
replied. ‘ 

“Please call us if you are feeling dizzy or light-headed. We don’t want 
you to fall,” the nurse replied. The nurse then left the room. Crystal felt 
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reassured that all the nurses had been very sweet to her and she received 
good medical care, despite her mother’s accusations. She even liked Dr. 
Mosi, who seemed very nice and concerning to her. 

Back at the hotel, the captain and sergeant were frustrated to find 
the suitcase gone from Angie’s closet. The captain said, “It couldn’t have 
walked away by itself.” 

“Do you believe Ms. Barrett’s story about the suitcase?” Sergeant 
Hasani asked. 

“Yes, I do. She wouldn't have a reason to lie to us. Besides, Ms. Halstead 
had to have luggage here if she was staying the whole summer. Someone 
had to deliberately take it out of the closet and hide it,” the captain said. 

“Who?” the sergeant asked. 

“Someone that knew we were coming to investigate it,” the captain 
answered. “We need to speak to Dan Roberts next. According to Ms. 
Barrett, he got a little closer to Ms. Johnston than the others. He actually 
dated Ms. Halstead too.” 

“Do you think he could tell us much more than the other students?” 
asked Sergeant Hasani. 

“Maybe. It doesn’t hurt to interview him,” replied the captain. The two 
policemen headed for Room 310. They knocked on the door. No response. 
They were about to leave when the door opened. It was Dan, standing there 
drowsily in his pajamas. 

“Sorry, Mr. Roberts. We are here to investigate the event on Friday 
with Ms. Halstead. May we come in for a minute?” Captain Zuberi asked. 
Both of the officers flashed their police badges in the doorway. 

“T guess it will be alright. I just went to bed. I usually retire around 
this time each night,” Dan said, yawning. 

The two police officers entered the room, but stood near the doorway. 

“I am Captain Zuberi and this is Sergeant Hasani. It shouldn't take 
long, but we need to ask you a few questions,” he said. 

Dan stood there speechless, but nodded that he understood. 

“Mr. Roberts, you knew Crystal Johnston?” the captain asked. 

“Yes, I met her when she joined this expedition in early June,” Dan 
answered. 

“How well did you know her?” the captain asked. 
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“She was a nice girl, another student. We had dinner sometimes. We 
are just friends, if that is what you are implying,” Dan replied. 

“Did Ms. Johnston ever divulge any trouble she was having with 
another student?” Captain Zuberi asked. 

“Like whom?” Dan asked. 

“Like her former roommate, Angie Halstead? Did Ms. Johnston ever 
state if she was ever threatened or scared of Ms. Halstead?” the captain 
asked. 

“Not that I know of. I do know she changed rooms the first week 
here,” Dan replied. 

“Why was that?” Captain Zuberi asked. 

“Crystal implied that she didn’t get along very well with Angie. She 
just said she felt Angie would be happier with another roommate,’ Dan 
said. 

“Anything else?” the captain asked. 

“No, nothing that stands out,” Dan said. “Oh, she did tell me one time 
that she was concerned that Angie didn’t like her very much.” 

“Why would she say that?” Captain Zuberi asked. 

“It is a long drawn-out story. I dated Angie over a year ago and Crystal 
felt that Angie may still be holding feelings for me. She felt Angie may be 
jealous that I and she were having dinner together,” Dan answered. 

“But you said you and Ms. Johnston were just friends. Were you more 
than friends with Ms. Halstead?” asked the captain. 

“We dated a few months and got a little intimate, but nothing serious. 
The break-up was mutual I feel,” Dan answered. 

“Did Ms. Johnston know this?” asked the captain. 

“Yes, she did,” answered Dan. 

“Okay, Mr. Roberts, thank you for your time. We will get back with 
you if we have additional questions,” replied the captain. 

Dan cleared his throat as the policemen were starting to leave the 
room. “Captain, excuse me, is Crystal in some kind of trouble?” 

“Why do you ask that?” asked the captain. 

“Because the police have been here asking questions. ee was hurt 
in that tunnel, wasn’t she?” Dan asked. 

“I can’t give you that information, Mr. Roberts,” the captain replied. 
“You already have, Captain,” Dan replied. 
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“Mr. Roberts, I’m not at liberty to say. Anything said in this interview 
is kept between us, nobody else. We are investigating to make sure there 
was no wrongdoing,” Captain Zuberi said. 

“T understand,” Dan replied. He let it go for now. Captain Zuberi was 
clever enough to know that Dan was obviously smarter than the average 
student. 

The policemen thanked Dan again and left the room. Dan closed the 
door, but inside he was angered. His temper was raging, but he didn’t want 
to get into another confrontation with Karl again or any other student for 
that matter. He knew now that Crystal was injured in the tunnel and that 
Crystal’s injury was not caused fully by her fall. The visit by the police 
confirmed it, although they wouldn’t say so. 

At 9:00 p.m., the night nurse came in with the next injection. She also 
gave Crystal her sedative for the night. It settled her nerves a little, but 
Crystal was worried that her mother would really take her home tomorrow. 
Crystal tried to get some sleep that night, but it wasn’t the pain in her head 
this time. It was the upset of the evening and the fact she would be leaving 
Cairo very soon, maybe even by tomorrow. She wouldn’t have time to say 
goodbye to her friends, especially Jean. If she knew her mother as well as 
she did, she knew her mother would probably collect her belongings at the 
hotel first thing tomorrow morning. 

Crystal lay in bed and starting crying. How could things get so bad for 
her? She had it made before now. All her dreams had been shattered in the 
past couple of days. She feared her mother taking her back to the United 
States tomorrow or the next day. She said out loud, “God, if'you hear me, 
please help me find a way to stay here. I don’t ask much of You and I’m sorry if 
I don’t listen to You more. I need You right now. Please heal my head and let 
me go back to work very soon. Thank You, Lord, for listening to me. I know 
I haven't been much of a follower, but I do love You. Heal me right now.” 

As Crystal said this prayer, she felt different somehow. Renewed and 
refreshed within, she felt a spiritual bond. Suddenly, she felt a peace as if 
everything would turn out okay. She knew she shouldn’t bargain with 
God or make demands on Him, but she needed complete peace of mind 
and comfort. 

Between crying on the pillow, tossing and turning, Crystal somehow 
fell asleep. She dreamed that night of a place far, far away. She was looking 
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into a church. She saw a long aisle leading down with pews on both sides 
of the aisle. The ends of the pews were decorated with white carnations and 
wedding bells. White ribbons separated the pews. In front of the chapel 
was a man and woman dressed in wedding clothing. The woman was 
dressed in a beautiful ivory wedding gown with sparkling ruffles on her 
sleeves and veil. Her gown was made of ivory lace that led to the floor. A 
veil extended to her mid-back. The man was dressed in a black suit and tie. 
He was smiling as he looked at the bride. She smiled back at the groom. 
The preacher leading the ceremony, then pronounced them husband and 
wife. They kissed passionately as they held each other. Crystal thought she 
was looking at her own wedding, but as she got closer, she realized it was 
not her. As the couple turned and faced her, it was her mother and Ralph. 

Crystal did not wake up when the nurse came in to take her vitals 
again at midnight. She didn’t even awake at 3:00 a.m. when the night 
nurse gave her next injection. She was sound asleep and wanted to makeup 
for the sleep she had lost. For now, sleep was her best friend and only 
companion. 
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Later that morning... 

Crystal woke up refreshed. She felt like the world had been redefined 
overnight. Somehow, the worry last night was replaced with peace of mind 
this morning. She looked at the big clock on the wall. It was a quarter after 
seven oclock. No nurse yet. Maybe this day would bring a pleasant surprise 
for her. She certainly felt a peace about everything now. 

It was Monday morning. Crystal wanted to get back to the site she was 
working on soon. She had been gone over the weekend already. She needed 
to ask the professor if she could make it up being absent today. 

The morning nurse did come in soon afterwards, “Good morning, 
Ms. Johnston, this is your lucky day. The doctor will be in after breakfast. 
I think he has good news for you,” the nurse said. 

“T’m getting out of here today!” exclaimed Crystal. 

“Well, maybe after lunch. He wanted to talk with your mother first,” 
the nurse said. 

“What about?” Crystal asked. 

“Your post-hospital care,” the nurse said. 

_ “What is that?” Crystal asked. 

“The doctor will go over the instructions with you before he releases 
you from the hospital,” the nurse said. The nurse then left the room. 

Crystal got up herself this morning. She was able to groom herself 
and brush her hair. It was tangled, but she was able to brush it out. Her 
head was still sore, but the headache was much better today. She then 
sat in bed, waiting for her meal to come. She had ordered a big meal this 
morning. Her appetite was much improved. She turned on television in 
the meantime to watch a morning program in Egyptian. The nurse came 
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in to take her vitals again. It seemed liked they did that every four or five 
fours now. 

Meanwhile, back at the hotel, Captain Zuberi and his associate, 
Sergeant Hasani, had been interviewing students during the weekend. It 
was Monday morning and he knew the students would be out today on 
their expedition. He employed the help of Detective Rahotep Chenzira 
to help in his search. The detective had a warrant issued to search all of 
the students’ rooms. He would start on the first floor, even in searching 
Crystal and Jean’s room. There were officers searching on the second and 
third floors also. The captain and the detective were of particular interest 
on the third floor. 

Although Room 301 was searched last evening, another police officer 
was looking through it today. He searched around the room and bathroom 
and turned up nothing. He then decided to look through the closet again. 
Inside, he found a suitcase at the bottom of the closet stuck in the corner 
that was locked. He needed to pry open the lock. The officer was only 
following orders as the detective said to look through everything today. 
The officer took a small screwdriver instrument and pried open the lock. 
He then opened the suitcase. He looked in one compartment and there was 
nothing. He looked through another compartment and found something 
interesting. It was a receipt for certain wines and liquors purchased at 
the local wine store. There was more. There were a number of dollar bills 
neatly clipped inside the compartment. The officer couldn’t tell how much 
as the money was clipped in a gold-plated money clip. He guessed there 
to be at least $1,000 in American money. The officer felt to the bottom of 
the compartment. He felt something rectangular and plastic. He pulled 
it out. It was a credit card with the name Susan A. Atkins written across 
the front of the card. 

The officer radioed the detective that he found something in Room 
301. He inquired who the room was rented to. The detective said Angie 
Halstead. The officer said he found a credit card with a different name. 
Did Angie have a roommate possibly? 

“No, she is the only one in there now. Crystal Johnston moved out 
three weeks ago. What is the name on the credit card?” Detective Chenzira 
asked. 

“Susan A. Atkins,” the officer replied. 
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“That is the name of the student who had her credit card missing,” the 
detective answered. 

“There is more, sir. There is a substantial amount of cash and also a 
receipt from the local wine store,” the officer said. 

“T will be up soon,” the detective replied. 

The detective came into Room 301. He found the receipt the officer 
was talking about. There was at least six items on the receipt, mostly 
expensive wines and liquors. He took the cash out of the money clip and 
there was over $1,500 dollars. Written on the money clip were the initials 
‘WAM.’ He wasn’t sure whose initials they were. He guessed it to be the 
owner's initials. The detective took the suitcase out of the closet. It felt 
heavier than it looked inside the closet. He heard bottles rubbing against 
each other. He unzipped another compartment and found two bottles of 
wine and bourbon inside. One of the wine bottles was smaller than the 
other, but something interesting. There was a speck of dried blood on it. 
The detective noticed a tiny strand of hair too. He would take the bottle 
into the lab for analysis. As he continued to look, he pulled a compartment 
out of the bottom of the suitcase. Inside was several methadone pills taped 
at the bottom of the suitcase. 

“Carrying Methadone without a prescription is an offense in this 
country. Officer, can you radio officers that we need to talk to a Ms. Angie 
Halstead?” 

“Yes, sir. She is now at the pyramids with Professor Smith’s group. We 
need to dispatch an officer to pick her up,” the officer said. 

The detective went to the phone to call the professor. He didn’t want 
to alarm others. The professor was busy at the site and didn’t hear his cell 
phone ring. It went into voice mail. The detective hung up, not wanting 
to leave a voice message. 

This morning, the hotel was busy with police searching students’ 
rooms. The reception desk had phone calls flooding the office with 
inquiries. A woman stepped into the lobby and went to the receptionist 
desk. “Can you tell me which room Crystal Johnston is in?” 

“Do you have ID with you, madam?” the clerk asked. 

“Tam her mother. I have come to collect her belongings,” Ms. Johnston 
stated. 

“Is Ms. Johnston not coming back?” the clerk asked. 
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“Crystal is sick in the hospital. I am getting her clothes and belongings 
for her,” Ms. Johnston said. 

“Let me get the manager please,” the clerk replied. He immediately 
called the manager to the desk. 

Ms. Johnston showed him her ID and said she only wanted to pack 
up Crystal’s clothes and belongings for her. 

The manager shook his head and allowed Crystal’s mother to enter 
the room. “She is in Room 105. I will let you in. We hate to lose her. She 
always brought a smile to our faces,” the manager said. He walked with 
Crystal’s mother to the room and opened the door. 

“Well, I want her to get out of this place as soon as possible,” replied 
Crystal’s mother, as the manager opened the room. “By the way, can I get 
a cart to load her luggage on?” 

“Yes, ma'am. I will have one delivered to your room,” the manager said. 

Inside, Crystal’s mother found the room in disarray. She wondered 
why the room had been messed up. She didn’t realize the police had been 
searching all of the students’ rooms that morning. She packed up all of 
Crystal’s clothes and her belongings, even the coffeemaker on the sink area. 
Gloria looked in all the drawers and closet to make sure she got everything. 
She checked under the beds and in the bathroom too. She had gotten her 
makeup kit and hair curler on the dresser too. Gloria loaded the suitcases 
and belongings on the cart to be taken out. She took one last look around 
the room. Gloria then called the front desk to get the bellhop to take the 
cart out of the room. 

Back at the hospital, Crystal had already eaten her breakfast. The nurse 
came in with an injection and said she would not get another one until 
later this afternoon. Within the hour, Dr. Mosi came into the room. “Good 
morning, young lady. How are you feeling?” the doctor asked. 

“I’m feeling so much better. I wish you would release me from the 
hospital,” Crystal replied. 

“That remains to be seen, but I think it is a possibility,” the doctor 
replied. “Your vitals look good and strong now. I’m pleased that the medicine 
is helping with your headaches and your dizziness has diminished,” the 
doctor said. ; 

“How long will I have this bump on my head?” Crystal asked. 
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“In a few weeks, it will be much better. You may still be sore there for 
a while though,” Dr. Mosi said. “I’m delighted that you are doing so well. 
Is your mother coming by today?” 

“Yes, she said she would be by later on this morning. I’m sorry for the 
way she spoke to you last night,” Crystal said. 

“That is all right. It is your mother protecting her baby. I understand,” 
the doctor replied. He was really a very nice man to Crystal. She liked him 
and thought he was friendly. He left the room then. 

Afterwards, Crystal was allowed to sponge bathe herself. An attendant 
brought her a clean hospital gown to change into. Her head still hurt, but 
not as much or intense as before. She even got out of bed and sat in the 
lounge chair watching television. 

By midmorning, Crystal’s mother arrived at the hospital without 
Ralph. She said Ralph was still asleep at the hotel so she left without him. 
Crystal could tell that she was in a frenzy this morning. She looked at 
Crystal sitting in the lounge chair. “Are you supposed to be out of bed? 
Who let you sit in the chair by yourself?” her mother asked. 

“Mom, I did,” Crystal replied. 

“You should be back in bed, Crystal. 

“I’m okay. Stop making a fuss over me, please,” Crystal said. 

“Crystal, a few days ago, the doctor said you suffered a brain concussion. 
They can be quite serious,” Crystal’s mother said. 

“But Mom, this wasn’t. It is healing and I’m alright,” Crystal replied. 

“I don’t trust these doctors. I will make an appointment with a top 
neurologist once we reach the States,” her mother said. 

Crystal knew it was a losing battle with her mother. She did not argue 
with her. “Okay, Mom. I will get back into bed if it makes you feel better,” 
Crystal said. She steadily moved from the chair back to bed. 

Her mother paced the floor. She needed to talk to the doctor. She went 
out to the nurses’ station to ask to see the doctor. 

Back at the pyramids, the group of students was getting ready to 
take lunch in another hour. A police car stopped in front of the Sphinx. 
The police officer was directed to the back of the Sphinx, where a group 
of students were gathered. He was directed to get Angie for questioning. 
The police wanted to do it discreetly without other students being alerted. 
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The officer walked over to the professor standing near the pyramids. 
“Can you tell me where Angie Halstead is, please?” he asked. 

“Why do you want Angie?” the professor asked. 

“The detective tried to call you about 45 minutes ago on your cell 
phone. You did not answer,” the officer replied. 

The professor looked at his cell phone. Sure enough the detective’s 
number was listed in missed calls. 

“We need to take Ms. Halstead in for questioning,” the officer replied. 

“Is she under arrest?” the professor asked. 

“No. We only want to question her,” the officer said. “Can you go get 
her, please? We don’t want to alert other students.” 

“Okay, I will get her,” the professor said. He walked over to where 
Angie was digging with a group of students. 

“Angie, can you come here for a minute?” he asked. 

“What is it, professor?” she asked. 

The professor motioned to her to come with him. He led her to the 
policeman a short distance away. 

As soon as Angie saw the police officer, she said, “What is this, 
professor? I thought you wanted to see me, not the cops.” 

“T had to get you out of there, Angie. No one knows you are leaving 
with this policeman,” the professor said. 

“Leaving? What is this?” Angie asked. 

“Okay, Ms. Halstead, we need you down at the police station to answer 
some questions for us,” the officer said. 

“What about?” Angie asked. “I know my rights and this isn’t right.” 

“Ms. Halstead, the detective needs you downtown,” the officer replied. 
The professor looked kind of surprised at this news. 

“Why?” Angie asked. 

“I can’t divulge that here. Please come with me, Ms. Halstead, or I will 
be forced to call for backup,” the officer said. 

Angie followed the policeman to the police car. She got into the 
backseat of the squad. As the car was pulling out, a few students noticed 
Angie leaving. The professor noticing this, told the students to break it up. 

As the police car reached the station, a troubled Angie got out of 
the backseat. She didn’t know why she was picked up or what the police 
wanted to question her about. She was led into a backroom with a table 
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and a couple of chairs around it. The detective soon came in with another 
police officer. “Good day, Ms. Halstead. I’m Detective Chenzira and this 
is Sergeant Hasani.” 

“What am I doing here?” Angie asked. 

“We need to ask you a few questions if you don’t mind,” the detective 
replied. “Ms Halstead, have you ever seen this credit card before?” 

The detective held up the credit card. “This was found in your room 
today in the closet suitcase,” the detective said. 

“How dare you go through my things without permission!” Angie 
exclaimed. 

“Ms. Halstead, we had a warrant to search all the students’ rooms 
today. We also are the police. We don’t need your permission,” the detective 
stated. 

“It is a friend’s credit card. Susan is a friend of mine. She gave it to me 
to keep until she used it again,” Angie said. 

“Why would she give you her credit card to keep?” the detective asked. 

“Because she didn’t have a safe place to keep it in herself. She knew I 
would lock it in my suitcase,” Angie said. 

“Okay, so if we call Susan in here and ask her, she will give the same 
explanation you do than?” the detective asked. 

“Why yes, of course,” Angie replied. 

“I happen to know that this is the student’s credit card stolen over a 
week ago,” the detective said. 

The detective then showed Angie the money clip. “Whose money clip 
is this?” he asked. 

“I don’t know,” Angie replied. 

“We found it in your suitcase. It has the initials “WAM. Whose initials 
are those?” he asked. 

“T don’t know. I found it and keep it in my suitcase to store cash when 
not using it,” Angie replied. 

“There is a receipt of several wines and liquors in your closet and we 
also found over $1,500 of cash clipped up,” the detective said. 

“What is wrong with that? I lock it up so it won't get stolen. I buy 
wine at the package store. I am over 21 now. I’m doing nothing wrong.” 


Angie replied. 
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“That is what students reported stolen from their wallets and purses. 
We estimated around $1,500, maybe more,” the detective said. 

“Are you saying I took their money then?” Angie asked. 

“I can not prove that as no one saw you take any money. All I have is 
Susan’s credit card in your suitcase, which she reported stolen. I need to 
check on the money clip, but I have a gut feeling it is stolen too. The main 
thing is that we found Methadone in the bottom of your suitcase. Did you 
know it is an offense to smuggle drugs illegally from the United States to 
this country?” the detective asked. 

“T get a prescription for it at home. It relaxes me,” Angie replied. 

“This was not a prescription though. It was pills in a plastic wrapper 
taped securely to the bottom of your suitcase,” the detective said. 

Angie took a deep gulp. “Okay, I keep it there for a friend. He doesn’t 
like to keep them himself in his room.” Angie replied. 

“Whose the friend?” the detective asked. 

“His name is Karl,” Angie said. 

The detective motioned to the sergeant to follow him outside the small 
room. 

“We need to look at the list of students with initials “WAM. If she 
stole it, it was probably one of the students. I wonder why it wasn’t reported 
stolen yet, like the others?” the detective asked. 

“Probably wasn’t mentioned or forgotten at the time. I will look at the 
list of students with those initials,” said the sergeant. 

“What is Karl’s last name?” the detective asked. 

“Benson,” the sergeant said, as he looked on the list of students. 

“We need to pick up Karl for questioning too,” the detective said. 

“What about Susan Atkins?” the sergeant asked. 

“She confirmed her story when her credit card was stolen, but we need 
to talk with her again,” the detective said. 

“Do you suspect Ms. Halstead?” the sergeant asked. 

“On what basis?” the sergeant asked. 

“On stealing and smuggling drugs abroad,” the sergeant said. 

“I think she is lying to us. I never mentioned the name on the credit 
card until she mentioned Susan’s name. She also said that she purchased 
the alcohol at a package store when the receipt said a wine store near the 
hotel. We will hold her until we talk to Karl and Susan,” the detective said. 
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The sergeant went and came back in a few minutes. “We have a list 
of students. WAM seems to fit a male student by the name of William 
Andrew Morris. His nickname is Bill,” the sergeant said. 

“We need to talk to him to identify the money clip,” the detective said. 
“Also, check with that wine store. Maybe the clerk could tell us something. 
They have a video monitor upfront, ever since they were robbed last year,” 
the detective said. 

The sergeant went out to talk with the clerk at the wine store. He 
took the receipt to show the clerk, just in case. The detective sent for Karl, 
Susan and Bill that afternoon at the police station. After an hour, all three 
students were escorted inside the police station. 

Susan was escorted to one room, while Karl and Bill into other rooms. 
The detective first talked with Susan. “Ms Atkins, is this your credit card?” 
He held up the credit card in his hand. 

“Yes, where did you find it? I’ve been looking for it everywhere,” Susan 
said. 

“We found it in another student’s room. Ms. Atkins, did you give this 
card to anybody to keep while you weren’t using it?” the detective asked. 

“No one. Besides, I haven't had it very long. I kept it in my purse until 
I noticed it was gone,” Susan replied. 

“Did you give anyone permission to use the card?” the detective asked. 

“No, absolutely not. I used it instead of using cash for purchases,” 
Susan said. 

“Thank you, Ms. Atkins. We will give your credit card back once we 
investigate further,” the detective said. 

“That is fine. It is dead anyway. I stopped activity on it as soon as I 
reported it stolen. I even ordered a new card with a new account number. 
You can throw it away for all I care,” Susan replied. 

“That is smart and I’m glad you did that,” the detective replied. “One 
last thing, are you willing to sign an affidavit that confirms what we spoke 
about today?” 

“Certainly,” Susan responded. She signed the affidavit. 

Next came questioning Bill. The detective entered the room. Bill was 
sitting up straight. The detective held out the gold-plated money clip. “Mr. 
Morris, can you identify this, please?” he asked. 

“Yes, it is mine. Where did you find it?” Bill asked. 
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“It was found in someone’s possession. Did you give this to anyone or 
give permission for someone to keep it for you?” the detective. 

“No, no one, it was stolen two weeks ago. I never thought I would see 
it again,” answered Bill. 

“It wasn’t reported stolen though,” the detective said. 

“I know, I reported the money missing, but didn’t know where I put 
the clip. I thought I had lost it,” Bill said. 

“Don’t you always keep it with your cash?” asked the detective. 

“Not always. I sometimes put cash unfolded in my wallet. That is why 
I didn’t report it stolen with the cash. I simply though I had misplaced 
it,” Bill said. 

“Where was the last place you noticed your money clip?” the detective 
asked. 

“T had taken it out of my pocket and laid it on the dresser in my room. 
I wanted to switch to my wallet for the afternoon. When I went back to 
look for it later on that day, it was gone. I looked everywhere for it — inside 
drawers and the dresser,” Bill stated. 

“Well, you now know it is found. We will give this back to you soon. 
For now, we are using it for evidence,” the detective said. 

“Evidence?” Bill asked. | 

“Yes, whoever stole your money clip, stole your money too,” the 
detective replied. “Can I have you sign an affidavit confirming what you 
told me today?” 

“Yes, you may,” Bill answered. He signed the affidavit. 

The detective then went to talk with Karl. “Mr. Benson, you can wipe 
that worried look off your face. We are only here to talk with you. Can you 
tell me about this Methadone?” The detective held up the pills wrapped 
in a plastic wrapper. 

“No, I can’t. It isn’t mine,” Karl replied. He seemed surprise at the 
question. 

“You didn’t give this to anyone to store for you?” the detective asked. 

“No, like I said before, it isn’t mine,” Karl replied. 

“You have never seen these before?” the detective asked. 

“No, sir. I don’t even know what Methadone is really,” Karl answered. 

“It is a drug used for pain control or maintenance, usually for Opioid 
withdrawal. It can be prescribed, but it is illegal in this country without a 
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prescription,” the detective replied. The detective continued talking. “Mr. 
Benson, I know that you happen to be friends with Ms. Angie Halstead. 
You have been reported to be seen together in the company of Ms. Halstead 
many times. Were you aware if she took drugs or not?” the detective asked. 

“No, I knew she drank often, but I didn’t know she took drugs,” Karl 
said. 

“Would you sign an affidavit confirming what we talked about today?” 
the detective asked. 

“Yes, I will,” Karl replied. He signed the affidavit. 

Afterwards, the detective and sergeant went back into the room with 
Angie. By that time, Angie was in a frenzy. She was sweating profusely and 
looked disturbed about something. “I’m hungry. You picked me up before I 
got a chance to eat lunch. Can I have something to eat now?” Angie asked. 

“In a few minutes, Ms. Halstead. We need to show you something,” 
the detective said. “We spoke to Susan, Bill and Karl. Ms. Atkins denied 
ever giving you permission to keep her credit card for her. Mr. Morris said 
his money clip was stolen a couple of weeks ago and Mr. Benson denied 
ever giving you Methadone pills to keep for him,” the detective stated. 

“They are lying to you,” Angie said. 

“We have their sworn statements signed by all of them,” the detective 
said. He showed her the sworn statements, signed and sealed with their 
signatures. 

Angie took another gulp. At this time, she stopped talking. “I would 
like to speak to a lawyer, please,” she said. 

“I certainly can’t make you talk and you are not under arrest at this 
time. I only want to talk with you, Ms. Halstead,” the detective stated. 

“To make a confession,” Angie replied. She would not even glance at 
the officers. She looked down or around the room instead. 

“Okay, Ms. Halstead, we have enough evidence to keep you for now. 
Anything you want to say to us?” the detective asked. 

“Either arrest me or let me go,” said Angie. “You are wearing me down 
by not feeding me. I know my rights. I need a lawyer, please. I will talk 
to him, not you.” 

The detective knew that usually, but not always, a guilty person had 
the urgent need for a lawyer. He was ready to put Angie under arrest, but 
she was a daughter of a rich medical doctor. She was smart enough to know 
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her rights. “Okay, Ms. Halstead, you have a right to a lawyer, but you don’t 
need one right now unless you feel you must have one for some reason,” the 
detective said. He soon left the room. Maybe she would feel remorseful and 
start talking. Whatever it was, something was keeping her from talking. 

Whatever he did, the detective either needed to put her ‘under arrest’ 
quickly or let her go. He did have some evidence though and that is what 
matters. Surely, in any court of law, he would be justified in making an 
arrest. He decided that the substance smuggling was the real issue. He 
did not have much evidence to go on theft yet, except for the stolen credit 
card and money clip. 

That afternoon, the sergeant went to interview the clerk at the wine 
shop. He took the receipt with him to show the clerk the date of purchase. 
Angie was booked for an illegal substance. She was read her ‘rights’ at the 
time. A disgruntled Angie was taken to a cell and held in custody without 
bond. A guard brought her something to eat — bread, jam, fruit and a glass 
of milk. Not elaborate, but something to eat anyway. She was allowed one 
phone call. She called her parents and reimbursed the charges to the jail. A 
hearing was set for tomorrow morning for Angie to go in front of a judge 
to determine bail. 
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Later that day... 

After Crystal had already eaten her lunch, her mother continued to 
pace the floor, smoke cigarettes one by one and drink black coffee. No 
sign of Ralph yet. Gloria had tried to call him before on her cell phone 
without luck. She figured he was not coming to the hospital by now. Dr. 
Mosi came into the room. 

“Well, finally. I expected you before lunchtime. I had asked the nurses 
to page you,” Ms. Johnston said. 

“Sorry, Mrs. Johnston, I had other patient rounds this morning. I do 
apologize for keeping you waiting. Your daughter’s tests all look good and 
she is making progressing. Her temperature is normal now and her blood 
pressure is better this morning. It was a little high last night. The bump 
on the head will be sore for a while, but it will go away. I will tell the nurse 
to give her one more pain injection and she can go home this afternoon,” 
Dr. Mosi said. 

“Good, what about the post-hospital instructions,” Ms. Johnston said. 

“She will require rest and taking it easy for a few days. I will prescribe 
some oral pain medication for her. Also, I want to see her back in my office 
in two weeks for a follow-up,” the doctor said. 

“What about work?” asked Crystal, interrupting her mother. 

“T will release you to light work only for two weeks,” he answered. 

“No need in that. I will schedule an appointment with a neurologist 
in the States when we get back,” Crystal’s mother said. 

“Mom, please, you heard the doctor. Everything looks good. I am okay 
except for a sore bump on the head,” Crystal replied. 
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“Tt is up to you young lady. You know how you feel. Your mother feels 
you should go home with her. I have to have her signature to release you 
in her care,” the doctor said. 

“But I am an adult now,” replied Crystal. 

“It doesn’t matter whether you are an adult or not. The hospital rules 
state that I have to release you to a responsible adult’s care,” the doctor said. 

“Good, I have already packed up her clothes and belongings at the 
hotel this morning. We can go straight to the airport from here. I am 
trying to get us a flight out tonight if available,” Ms. Johnston said. 

The doctor had heard enough and spoke up then. “I would wait until 
tomorrow to travel, Mrs. Johnston. The medication could make Crystal 
drowsy and maybe a little unsteady on her feet. She could fall and hit her 
head again,” the doctor said. 

“Okay, what about tomorrow morning then?” she asked. 

“That would be okay I believe,” the doctor advised. 

“Good, can I get Crystal ready to leave now?” asked Ms. Johnston. 

“Yes, she should be ready to leave by 3:00 o'clock this afternoon,” Dr. 
Mosi said. 

“Thank you, doctor,” she replied. 

“You are welcome, Mrs. Johnston,” the doctor said. 

He then left the room. Crystal took a deep breath while her mother 
looked relieved. “I had a feeling you would pack up my things, Mom. 
What did you do with my suitcases?” Crystal asked. 

“The hotel’s manager is keeping them at the reception desk until we 
pick them up this afternoon,” her mother said. “They said they would get a 
driver to take us back over to the hotel I am staying at with your luggage.” 

“Couldn't we call them instead?” asked Crystal. 

“We could, but it seems they are strict on security. One of us has to go 
in person and identify them, the manager said. Just another reason to get 
out of this place,” her mother replied. “Crystal, where are your belongings 
here? I need to pack them up.” 

“All I have in the closet is my knapsack. I have a few items, like my 
hairbrush, on the tray. The rest of the time I wore hospital gowns,” Crystal 
said. : 

Her mother looked in the closet and took out the knapsack. Her 
clothes she wore when she was lost were placed in the bottom of the 
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knapsack. “Is this all you wore? Khaki shorts and a sleeveless shirt?” her 
mother asked. 

“Yes, it was extremely hot in the daytime,” answered Crystal. 

“IT brought you up to wear better clothes than this. You practically 
have nothing on at all here. No wonder you were cold,” her mother said. 

Crystal wanted to giggle, but hurt too much. Crystal was miserable 
already. She knew once her mother got her back to the United States, she 
would be a mother goose, not letting her out of her sight. 

Crystal’s mother handed her clothes to her. She helped her change into 
her clothes and helped her to the lounge chair to put on her shoes. 

Within thirty minutes, there was a knock at the door. Ms. Johnston 
thought it was the nurse to give Crystal her injection. Afterwards, Crystal 
would soon be released from the hospital. 

Instead, two policemen entered the room. Crystal soon recognized 
them as the captain and his associate. “Hello, I assume this is your mother, 
Mrs. Johnston?” the captain asked. 

“Yes,” answered Crystal. 

Both police officers showed their badges. The captain introduced 
himself and his associate to Crystal’s mother. 

“Mrs. Johnston, I just spoke with Dr. Mosi. He said he is releasing 
Crystal from the hospital this afternoon. He said you were taking Crystal 
back to the United States tomorrow morning,” the captain said. 

“Yes, I want to get Crystal out of here as soon as possible and Dr. 
Mosi thinks she will be able to travel by tomorrow morning,” answered 
Crystal’s mother. 

“I wish you would reconsider that,” the captain said. 

“What?” Crystal’s mother asked. 

Crystal perked up at this. Maybe she would have a second chance now 
to fulfill her dreams. 

“Yes, maam,” the captain answered. We believe that another student 
struck Crystal in the tunnel. We also believe that somehow the stolen 
money may be connected somehow to her injury also.” 

“Isn't that just presuming? How do you know all this?” her mother 
asked. 

“Because we have been interviewing other students back at the hotel. 
We are gathering more information as we go. If you take Crystal out of 
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the country now, we may never know who struck her. Also...” the captain 
replied. 

“Also, what?” Crystal’s mother asked. 

“We need Crystal as we want to use her as bait for catching the 
suspect,” the captain replied. 

“Absolutely not!” exclaimed Gloria. “I will not allow you to use my 
daughter as a scapegoat.” 

“She or he may try to attack another student, but I have a feeling his 
or her intent was very personal with Crystal,” Captain Zuberi said. 

“Why do you say that?” asked Gloria. 

“Because the suspect didn’t take anything so robbery can most likely 
be ruled out. The students were nearby and I believe this was done by 
another student. Only another student would have time to get in and 
out of the tunnel without being seen. The suspect wouldn’t have stood 
out as odd to others. Also, we checked with the supervisor of the workers 
and he advised that no workers were close to that tunnel. They were all 
working on the other side of the pyramids at the time of Crystal’s injury,” 
the captain said. 

“If a student did this before, what guarantee do I have that the person 
won't try again to harm Crystal?” Gloria asked. “Crystal is my only child. 
I don’t want to lose her. I love my daughter,” Gloria said. She had tears 
streaming down her cheeks now. 

The captain looked at Crystal’s mother. “Mrs. Johnston, I have a 
daughter about Crystal’s age. I couldn’t even think of her being harmed 
and would be extremely upset if something did happen to her. However, I 
feel confident we are getting closer to breaking the case. I want to reassure 
you,” the captain replied. 

“But I need to get back to the States soon. I didn’t expect to stay 
long, just a couple of days at most. How much time are we talking about 
anyway?” Crystal’s mother asked. 

“A few weeks at most. I feel we are really getting closer now,” the 
captain replied. 

“That is ridiculous. I can’t do it!” exclaimed her mother. “Again, ’m 
not persuaded that someone struck Crystal in the tunnel. Even so, what 
assurance do you have they won't try it again?” 
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“Because I give my word we will protect your daughter in every way 
we can. We are sending an undercover cop to the excavation site to keep 
an eye out for her,” the captain said. 

“What about at night?” her mother asked. 

“We will put security at the hotel, especially on her floor,” answered 
the captain. 

“Still, it is very dangerous. What if they succeed this time and kill 
her?” her mother asked. 

“T don’t think they meant to kill her. Just scare her, but I am close to 
finding that out now,” the captain answered. 

“Well, I don’t know, the doctor said she must be released to a 
responsible person’s care from the hospital. That would be me and I am 
leaving tomorrow morning if I can get a flight out that early,” her mother 
said. “I have to be back to work before the week is out.” 

Suddenly, the door flew opened. “Release her to me. I will take full 
responsibility for her,” the masculine voice said. Everyone looked at the 
direction of the door. Without warning, the professor walked in. 

“You, but you got her in this situation! Besides, you are not next to 
kin,” her mother said. 

“T know, but does it have to be next of kin to sign her release from the 
hospital?” the professor asked. 

“T don’t know the hospital rules here,” the captain replied. 

“Me either, that is something we need to ask the doctor or nurse. Her 
nurse will be coming in a few minutes to give her an injection,” her mother 
answered. 

Just then the two policemen excused themselves to go talk to the 
doctor again about Crystal’s release from the hospital. 

~ “Mom, you heard the captain. He said a few weeks at most. Besides, 
we may never know if I leave tomorrow. Please, Mom, please. Please let 
me stay here until I finish the course. I will be good and get plenty of rest. 
I will take good care of myself, I promise,” Crystal replied. 

“Crystal, I am worried about your personal safety and well-being. You 
have already had one threat. What if they try again while you are here? We 
don’t know who it is or why they hit you,” her mother said. 

Crystal didn’t say a word then. She knew her mother was right about 
that conclusion. 
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The professor stood in silence at the side of Crystal’s hospital bed and 
didn’t say a word. He dared not even breathe. He knew Crystal’s mother 
was too upset to bargain with. He did find the courage to finally say 
something to her. 

“Ms. Johnston, Crystal will lose credit if she withdraws from the 
course now. I doubt you can get your full money back either. Maybe partial 
if lucky,” the professor said, clearing his throat. 

“That is something you should have thought about before my daughter 
was injured. Someone was trying to kill her,” Gloria said. 

“Ms. Johnston, we don’t know that for certain,” the professor replied. 
He was getting nervous now. 

“Why would I want my only daughter to stay in danger here? She 
needs to come home with me,” Gloria stated. “Besides, I will appeal the 
reason for her withdrawal to the university. If they don’t comply, I will hire 
an attorney and sue them. Crystal was injured while taking the course. She 
did not cause it. Why would they allow a crazy person like that to take this 
course? Your screwed up university should had screened applicants much 
better than they did,” replied Gloria. She was not only belligerent, she was 
getting vulgar now. 

“I know you are very upset over this and rightfully so. I would be too 
if my daughter was injured,” the professor said. 

“That is what the captain said too. That is not really the point, anyway. 
I am concerned for my daughter. Money can be replaced, but she can’t,” 
Ms. Johnston stated. 

“Can I not resume the course now? I’ve only been out today due to 
hospitalization,” Crystal said. 

“Well, either serious illness or hospitalization allows for being absence. 
You definitely come under that category, no doubt,” the professor said. 

“Do I have to makeup today?” asked Crystal. 

“I can give you notes to review and there is a makeup test. As long as 
you come back tomorrow, you will be fine credit-wise,” the professor said. 

“I wonder if the doctor will let me go back tomorrow. He said only 
light-duty work though for two weeks,” Crystal replied. 

“Well, that may be different. You would still be expected to dig at the 
excavation site. That is how you get graded, in addition to the final exam,” 
the professor said. 
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“T could do that, but we need to talk to the doctor first,” Crystal 
replied. 

“Crystal, I haven’t said yes yet. You still hadn’t convinced me that you 
are well enough to go back digging dirt or whatever you are digging up,” 
her mother said. 

“It’s artifacts, Mom, not dirt. Come on, Mom, please. I know you 
came a very long way and I love you for it. But you heard the professor 
and the captain,” Crystal said. She was pleading with her mother now to 
let her stay. 

Within a few minutes, the nurse came back into the room with 
the injection to give to Crystal. “I understand you are going home this 
afternoon?” the nurse asked. 

“Yes, ma'am. Can you tell us something? Does the next of kin have to 
sign the release from the hospital?” Crystal asked. 

“The doctor is talking with the two police officers in the hallway. Once 
they are finished, he will come back to talk with you,” the nurse said. 
“Okay, which arm do you want this time?” 

“You did the left one last time so I guess the right one this time,” 
Crystal said. She looked at the long needle. 

The nurse gave Crystal her pain medication. This would be her last 
injection. Crystal was thankful. Her arms were getting sore. 

The policemen walked into the room again. They said they talked to 
the doctor and he would be back in shortly. Within five minutes, Dr. Mosi 
walked back into the room. He seemed agreeable with the policemen that 
it was best for Crystal to stay in the city and rest more. 

“T understand you had a question about the release from the hospital. 
The next of kin has to be notified when the patient is admitted, but the 
hospital does not stipulate that the next of kin has to sign the release from 
the hospital. Only a responsible adult 18 years and over,” the doctor replied. 

“That answers it then. The professor can sign the release form,” replied 
Crystal 

“We still don’t know what the doctor will instruct as light-duty work,” 
her mother replied. 

“All the post-hospital instructions will be explained before she is released 
and it will also list light-duty work limitations. I have listed prescriptions 
to be taken. Do you want something for dizziness or nausea?” he asked. 
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“I think I am feeling better,” replied Crystal. 

“Well, just let me know. You can call the office if you do. Remember 
to call for your follow-up. That is your responsibility,” the doctor advised. 

“Can I fill the prescriptions here at the hospital?” Crystal asked. 

“After you check out, there is a pharmacy downstairs on the ground 
floor off the main lobby. You can check to see if they are still opened this 
afternoon. If not, you can fill them at any pharmacy in the city,” the doctor 
replied. 

The doctor asked if anyone had any questions. Crystal looked at the 
doctor the way a child looks at her father. “Can I go back to work tomorrow 
morning?” she asked. 

“Yes, but I want complete bed rest tonight. It is very important you 
get your rest now,” the doctor replied. 

“Can I do digging at the excavation site now?” Crystal asked. 

“Light duty only. You must take it easy for a few days at least,” the 
doctor replied. “You still are a little dizzy and having pain. That could 
make your nausea and headache worse. If you feel dizzy or light-headed, 
you must stop and rest for a while.” 

Crystal was disappointed, but she felt fortunate to get out of the 
hospital this afternoon. Perhaps her mother’s bickering and need for control 
helped her in that way. The two policemen thanked the doctor. With no 
more questions, the doctor left the room. 

Before the policemen left, the captain reminded Crystal to act as if 
nothing had happened, other than being lost in the tunnel. She was not 
to mention being struck in the head to anyone, even to her roommate. If 
anyone asked, she was to say she hit her head when she fell. How many 
times did she need to be told this? It was important as it could provide 
leads to apprehend the offender. In other words, the police were trapping 
the suspect and using her as bait. An eerie thought occurred. What if the 
real suspect cornered her and there was no one else around? After assuring 
the captain that she had no more questions, the policemen left the room. 

The professor changed the subject then. “Well, Crystal, get with 
someone tomorrow that has good notes and you will be okay.” 

“Anything happen today? Any new discoveries?” Crystal asked. 

“Nothing unusual. Just digging and excavating. Everyone is asking 
about you and concerned,” the professor answered. 
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‘The nurse came into the room and said, “Okay, Ms. Johnston, we have 
your release papers. First, I want to read your instructions. You are to bed 
rest only once you reach home, no heavy lifting and take it easy for the next 
few days. Drink plenty of fluids to keep hydrated. You can go back to work 
tomorrow morning with light duty only. If you get too fatigued, dizzy, 
nauseated or light-headed, please stop and sit down immediately. You may 
even want to lie down until you feel better. He prescribed pain medication 
to take every 6 hours for the headaches and a sedative to take at night for 
sleeping. He wants you to follow-up in two weeks in his office. You can call 
and schedule an appointment when you leave here. The telephone number 
is listed here. If you have problems, please do not hesitate to call his office 
beforehand. Any questions?” 

Crystal shook her head. “I don’t believe so,” she stated. 

“Who is going to sign the release form?” the nurse asked, looking at 
both the professor and Ms. Johnston. 

Both Ms. Johnston and the professor glanced at each other. Finally, 
the professor reached out and said, “I will.” 

After he signed the release form, Crystal’s mother asked the nurse if 
Crystal would have transportation back to the hotel. 

“We are getting a wheelchair for your daughter. Will she be going with 
you, Ms. Johnston?” the nurse asked. 

“Yes, she will be going back to the hotel with me this afternoon,” Ms. 
Johnston said. Gloria finally got Ralph by phone that afternoon. He said 
he had slept until noon and went out to eat lunch at a local restaurant. 
Gloria told him that she and Crystal would be there before 4:00 p.m. They 
needed to check-out of the hospital and go by the pharmacy first. Once 
back at the hotel, they could eat dinner there this evening. 

- The plan was to stay overnight at the New Extady Hotel. In this way, 
Gloria could help her daughter by getting dinner for her. Crystal could 
stay in her room and rest. The police thought it best to stay there tonight 
so as not to arouse attention to Crystal. 

Crystal started crying, not for sadness, but for joy. She knew her 
mother loved her, but she had to finish this project she started. She may 
never have another chance. 

Crystal hugged her mother. “Thank you so much, Mom. I love you,” 
she said. 
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“I love you too, darling,” her mother replied. “Just be safe and if this 
happens again, you are coming home next time. No ifs, ands or buts 
about it.” 

“Okay, Mom,” Crystal said, kissing her mother on the cheek. 

“Do you have everything, Crystal?” her mother asked. 

“Yes, ma’am, just my knapsack and a plastic hospital bag full of 
toiletries. Everyone has really been nice to me and the nurses are all very 
sweet, Crystal said. 

“T’m glad to get you out of here,” her mother answered. 

Crystal did a big sign of relied. Crystal looked up toward the sky and 
whispered a big ‘thank you’ to God. She couldn’t find a way, but He did 
to keep her there longer. 

Close to 3:00 p.m., an anxious Crystal got off the elevator in a 
wheelchair. She had gone by the check-out window. The professor had 
also called the hospital’s billing office that morning. He found out that 
hospitalization was partially covered by the university’s insurance and 
partly by Crystal’s health insurance. The university would be responsible 
to pay any costs due to Crystal’s injury, like emergency medical supplies 
or ambulance services. Luckily, the hospital took her health insurance. 
Crystal then went by the pharmacy and filled her prescriptions. The 
pharmacy was still opened that afternoon and took her health insurance as 
well. An attendant was wheeling her to the parking lot while the professor 
took her vase of flowers for her. Her mother carried her knapsack and the 
plastic hospital bag for her. The professor had called a cab beforehand. The 
professor called another cab for him to take him back to the Carlton Hotel. 

Gloria called the Carlton Hotel as they were in the cab. She spoke 
with the manager and asked if they could keep the luggage there until 
tomorrow. She said she would pick Crystal’s luggage up at the desk in the 
morning. She didn’t tell him yet that Crystal was staying. She wanted him 
to sweat a little. That was just the way Crystal’s mother was. 

Once back at the New Extady Hotel, Gloria got a bellhop to help bring 
the flowers and bags up. Gloria helped Crystal get to the elevator and to 
the room. Her room was up on the fifth floor. Gloria worried how Crystal 
would be able to go back to digging tomorrow if she had difficulty moving. 
It was from non-activity and being in bed three days. 
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Ralph was glad to see both of them as he opened the room door. 
Although he didn’t know about the plan that night, he was happy they 
were back, especially Gloria. The first thing she did once in the room 
was to call the front desk and asked that a cot be delivered to her room 
immediately. The clerk said one would be delivered soon. Gloria then 
helped Crystal to the bed to lie down. Crystal was not to get out of bed 
tonight. Gloria would loan Crystal one of her gowns tonight. 

In 20 minutes, the cot was delivered. Gloria was not happy with the 
speed of things. As Crystal changed into a gown in the bathroom, Ralph 
unfolded the cot. There were already sheets and a blanket inside. Gloria 
straightened the sheets for her and got a pillow out of the closet. She 
would make sure Crystal stayed in bed tonight and follow the doctor’s 
instructions to rest only. 

Crystal got into the cot. She was sleepy from the injection earlier today. 
Within minutes, she closed her eyes. This was an ideal time for Gloria to 
call the airport and see if there was a flight going out tomorrow afternoon. 
She wanted to see her daughter off in the morning. It would be several 
weeks before she saw her again. 

Ralph was fledging with the remote control of the television. Gloria 
had to remind him to turn the sound down so as not to disturb Crystal. 
Gloria was put on hold on the phone until she heard customer service 
say, “Reservations.” Gloria was able to book two seats on a direct flight; 
however, she couldn’t get first class. Gloria ordered room service for dinner 
tonight so she could stay with Crystal. Ralph, on the other hand, wanted 
to go down to the café tonight to eat. 

While Crystal slept that evening, Gloria did some packing for her trip 
tomorrow too. She organized and arranged her clothes uniquely in the 
suitcases so as not to wrinkle them. Gloria stopped long enough to answer 
the knock at the door with room service bringing dinner. She hated to 
wake up Crystal, even for dinner and to take her medicine as well. 

Crystal partially ate her dinner and took her medicine prescribed. 
Afterwards, she went back to sleep immediately. She was very fatigued 
and just wanted to sleep. Gloria thought it a good idea to not disturb her. 
Crystal felt comforted that her mother was there. She would miss her 
mother leaving tomorrow. 
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The next morning... 

Sunlight hit Crystal’s face. Slowly, she opened her eyes. There was 
light coming into the room. The sun was out and strong this morning. 
Crystal looked all around as she awoke on the cot. Ralph and Gloria had 
slept in two double beds last night. She adjusted her eyes as she glanced 
at the alarm clock. It read, “6:15 a.m.” She quickly realized she was not in 
the hospital anymore, she was at the hotel. It wasn’t her hotel room; it was 
her mother’s room. 

Crystal then sat up. The blanket was cozy last night. She vaguely 
remembered eating dinner and taking her medicine before bedtime. She 
had slept a good twelve hours straight without interruption. The most 
restful sleep she had had yet. Crystal yawned, which disturbed her mother. 
Gloria and Ralph were both sleeping in the double beds. Crystal made 
her way to the bathroom. She wanted to shower and wash her hair before 
anyone else woke up. 

Slowly and carefully, Crystal walked to the bathroom and closed the 
door. While stepping out of the shower, she heard a knock at the door. 
“Crystal, are you okay?” a woman’s voice said. Crystal realized it was the 
sound of her mother. 

“Yes, I will be out in a second. I wanted to shower and wash my hair,” 
she replied back. Crystal grabbed a robe to put on and put a towel around 
her wet hair. Just then Crystal opened the door. A nervous Gloria was 
standing there. “All finished, Mom. I just wanted to get into the shower 
before you two got up,” Crystal said. 

“That is fine, honey. I just called room service and ordered breakfast for 
us. How does eggs and bran sound? They were your favorite as a child,” her 
mother said. It was funny that her mother still thought of her as a child. 
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“That sounds good. I need some clean clothes though to change into,” 
Crystal replied. 

“You know, I do remember packing a clean pair of pants and a shirt 
for you. Let me look into my suitcase. I didn’t bring them to the hospital 
yesterday,” her mother said. 

Within a minute, her mother pulled out clean lingerie, blue pants and 
a matching shirt for Crystal to wear. She also produced a pair of clean 
hosiery. 

“No one wears hosiery here, Mom. It’s entirely too hot in the daytime,” 
Crystal said. 

“Then I have a pair of ankle socks,” Crystal’s mother said. She 
produced a pair of matching ankle socks for her pants. She even had a 
pair of fashionable shoes for her. 

“Mom, you think of everything,” Crystal replied. She changed out of 
her robe into the clothes her mother had brought her. 

Within minutes, Crystal stepped out of the bathroom. She decided 
to let her hair dry naturally. Both Gloria and Ralph then showered and 
dressed separately in the bathroom. 

After 30 minutes, there was a knock on the room door. It was room 
service, delivering breakfast. Her mother thought of everything that 
morning. Ralph and Gloria had a full meal of eggs, meat and bread to eat. 
Crystal had fruit, along with her meal to eat. There was coffee to drink. 

After breakfast, Gloria was checking her passports and luggage. Last 
night, she had booked her and Ralph on a 3:00 p.m. flight this afternoon 
back to New York. It would be a direct flight and very long. No more three 
plane flights. It was worth the extra money for comfort and convenience. 

Gloria made sure Crystal took her pain medication after she ate 
something. Crystal wanted to brush her teeth and hair. It had dried some 
since she washed it this morning. She added a facial cream and foundation 
she had borrowed from her mother to her face. She was astonished how 
much she looked like her mother and carried her facial features. 

The plan was to take Crystal back to her hotel this morning. They 
would arrive at the hotel when all the students were out of the building. 
A security guard was to drive her to the excavation site later this morning. 
None of the students knew this. No one else except the professor and the 


police. 
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Gloria decided the best thing to do was to take Crystal back to the 
Carlton Hotel first thing. Crystal could then retrieve her luggage at the 
front desk and do a little unpacking before going to the site. Crystal was 
a little saddened today as she knew her mother was leaving Cairo. Gloria 
called the front desk to inquire about getting a cab. Ralph would stay at 
the hotel and finish packing. 

The two women walked outside to the driveway where an anxious 
cabdriver was already waiting. While riding in the cab, Crystal spoke to 
her mother. “Mom, I’m going to miss you,” Crystal said. 

“Now you tell me. It may be too late to get you a seat on the same 
flight today. I had a time last night booking two seats for me and Ralph,” 
her mother replied. 

“No, I know I did the right thing by staying in Cairo. I feel good in 
my heart about it. I will miss your company though,” Crystal replied. 

“How are you feeling this morning, Crystal?” Gloria asked. 

“Better, much better than the first day in the hospital. I was so dizzy I 
could hardly stand up then. Last night was the best night's sleep I’ve had 
in a long time,” replied Crystal. 

“Good, remember what the doctor said. You must get plenty of rest, 
especially this first week. You have had a bad concussion,” said Gloria. 

“Remember no one knows about the concussion except you, Ralph, 
the professor and the police,” Crystal stated. 

“I know, but you still need to be careful,” Gloria said. 

“T will. Rest helps with the headaches too,” replied Crystal. 

“Still hurting?” her mother asked. 

“Not as bad as before. Just a dull headache this morning,” replied 
Crystal. 

Pretty soon, they were pulling up to the Carlton Hotel. Gloria wanted 
to spend as much time with her daughter before her departure to the 
airport. Gloria and Crystal went directly to the front desk. 

“Good, to see you again, Ms. Johnston. I wasn’t sure you were coming 
back. Your mother said you were in the hospital,” the clerk said. 

“Yes, I got out yesterday afternoon. Do you have my luggage?” Crystal 
asked. : 

“Yes ma’am, I can get a bellhop to take it out for you. Are you checking 
out?” he asked. 
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“No, I’m going back to my room,” Crystal replied. 

The clerk looked surprised, but happy Crystal was returning. He 
called for a bellhop to take Crystal’s luggage back to her room. Within a 
few minutes, Crystal and her mother entered Room 105. It was the way 
Crystal left it on Friday morning — clean and organized. Jean was a neat 
freak and cleaned her room every day. Both of the beds were made up and 
straightened as if Crystal never had been gone for a few days. 

Crystal’s mother did an impeccable job yesterday getting all of Crystal’s 
belongings packed. Everything was spotless and tidy. Crystal even found 
the desk drawers cleaned out. “Mom, you did a good job yesterday packing 
up. I can’t find anything you left,” Crystal said. 

“I was in here over an hour getting your belongings. Your roommate 
was already gone and I had a time looking for stuff. Your room was a mess 
actually. It was if someone was in here before me searching for things,” 
Gloria said. 

“Uhmm, that’s interesting,” Crystal said. 

Just then, there was a knock at the door. Crystal opened it to find the 
bellhop with a cart full of luggage and bags. As he unloaded them in the 
room, Gloria said, “I pack more things than you do just being here a few 
days.” 

“I know, Mom, but I have less to wash this way. I take down a load 
every week to the Laundromat down the street to wash and dry,” Crystal 
replied. 

“Doesn't the hotel have a laundry service?” Gloria asked. 

“They do, but the rates are outrageous. About five times what I pay at 
the Laundromat,” Crystal said. 

The bellhop finished unloading and Gloria tipped him several dollars 
for his service. Two extra large suitcases and a travel bag sat in the middle of 
the room, along with several bags of personal items. The first thing Crystal 
had to do was to plug up the coffeemaker again. Her mother had packed 
everything away in bags that weren't packed in the suitcases. 

“Mom, I was going to leave the coffeemaker here. Too hard to carry 
back home and my roommate was using it too,” Crystal said. 

“T didn’t know that. She was not in here yesterday morning when I 
came in,” Gloria stated. 
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“That is okay. I would probably have done the same thing,” Crystal 
replied. 

“I would have brought more empty suitcases where you could fill up 
during the summer. Aren't you going to buy anything while over here?” 
her mother asked. 

“Maybe some odds and ends. I figured I could have bigger and heavier 
things shipped back to the United States,” Crystal said. 

“That would be more expensive,” Gloria stated. 

“Well, I guess we do things differently. I don’t buy as many clothes as 
you do,” Crystal said. 

Her mother looked at her and said nothing. 

Pretty soon, her mother would be departing for the airport. Her flight 
wasn't until this afternoon, but she needed to get there a couple of hours 
earlier to check-in. Gloria needed to go back to her hotel to check-out 
herself, retrieve her suitcases and Ralph waiting for her to return. 

Meanwhile, back at the jail, Angie was getting ready to go before the 
judge to determine her bail. She was nervous, but after talking with her 
parents yesterday, she was somewhat relieved. Angie was relieved on one 
hand and embarrassed the next. This would cost her the embarrassment 
of her parents and family. Angie’s parents were going to hire legal consult 
for her. 

At 9 a.m., as she entered the courtroom this morning, the judge looked 
stern, yet honest and forthright. Angie stood in front of him. His name 
plate read, “Honorable Paki Mubarak,” on the bench. “Ms. Halstead, you 
are charged with possession of an illegal substance. Do you understand 
the charges?” asked Judge Mubarak. 

“Yes, your honor, I do,” replied Angie. 

“You were read your rights at time of arrest?” the judge asked. 

“Yes, sir,” replied Angie. 

“Do you have legal counsel?” asked the judge. 

“My parents are hiring one for me. They are back in the United States 
so I need time to get representation,” said Angie. 

“I see, but you do not have one here yet,” the judge said. 

“No, sir,” Angie replied. “I was just taken into custody yesterday.” 

“I have many cases on the books today, young lady. I can’t wait for 
legal counsel. How do you plea?” the judge asked. 
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“Well,” said Angie. 

Just then, a well-dressed dark haired man with olive complexion, 
dressed in an elegant black suit walked into the courtroom. He had the 
appearance of someone of prestigious status. 

“Your honor, I’m sorry to be late. I was just hired by Ms. Halstead’s 
parents to represent her. I haven’t had time to consult with my client yet. 
I reserve the right to do so,” the man said. 

“Are you waiving the plea?” the judge asked. 

“T ask the favor of the court in postponing the plea and set bail to 
release my client, your honor,” the man said. 

“The file is open and shut,” the judge replied. 

“With all due respect, your honor, I need to consult with my client 
first,’ replied the man. 

The judge looked at the attorney and shrugged his shoulders. “Okay, 
I will give time for legal counsel. Bail is set for EGP £100,000.00,” the 
judge said. He released her in lieu of bail. 

Angie stood there with a surprised look on her face. “I thought you 
wouldn't make it in time,” she said. 

The attorney stood there with a smile on his face. He shook hands with 
Angie and introduced himself. “Ms. Halstead, I’m Counselor Zahur Akil. 
Your parents called me earlier this morning. We need to meet as soon as 
we can to discuss your case. Your father has given me permission to post 
your bail. He has sent me cash already,” said Mr. Akil. 

“Okay,” replied Angie. She was not only happy to see her attorney, she 
was happy to see such a nice-looking one. She and the attorney posted the 
bail and went to his office immediately afterwards to discuss the details 
of the case. 

- Back at the hotel, Crystal and her mother had unpacked most of 
everything within an hour, even the coffeemaker. Just then, there was a 
knock on the door. Crystal opened it to find a young police officer standing 
there. “Ms. Johnston, are you ready to leave now? The captain wants you 
escorted this morning to the excavation site,” he said. 

“Yes, please come in. Just finishing unpacking clothes here,” Crystal 
said. 

“We need to hurry. We are in a time crunch here,” the officer said. 
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“Okay, give me a minute, please,” Crystal said. She closed the door 
and motioned to her mother. 

Crystal realized this was the moment she would not see her mother 
for a while. It would be mid-August before she would be home again. That 
was around Crystal’s birthday. She looked at her mother. 

“Crystal, you got your knapsack and everything you need. Please 
remember to take your medicine this afternoon,” Gloria said. Her mother 
packed her several snacks and extra water so she wouldn't get dehydrated. 

“Mom, please. I’m not six years old. I will remember to take it after 
lunchtime,” Crystal said. 

“You got your hotel key?” her mother asked. 

“Yes, it is in my knapsack as always,” Crystal replied. She felt in her 
knapsack and it was there, along with her cell phone. She had written 
telephone numbers out this time. 

Both women stood in the middle of the room and cried. Crystal 
hugged her mother. “Mom, I will be okay. I want to catch the person who 
did this,” Crystal said. 

“Please just rest when you can and take good care of yourself,” her 
mother answered. 

Both women exited the room. Crystal hugged her mother again as she 
watched her walk down the hallway to the lobby. Panic entered Crystal’s 
heart just then. Her mother protected her and kept her secure. Her mother 
would be hailing a cab to her hotel and soon be off with Ralph to the 
airport. Crystal never felt as alone as she did now at this very minute. 

“Sorry, Ms. Johnston, are you ready to go now? We need to get started,” 
the officer said. 

“Yes,” Crystal replied. As she walked in the lobby, there were no sounds 
of students around. It was if it was an empty hotel. Outside, Crystal was 
hoping to see her mother again waiting for a cab. When she got outside, 
no one was there. The cab had apparently taken her mother back to her 
hotel already. The police officer opened the door to the car for Crystal. 

Crystal was scared this morning for several reasons: scared for seeing 
people she hadn’t seen in a few days, scared that someone may harm her as 
the police seemed convinced of and scared that she may not see her mother 
ever again. That scared her the most. 
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Meanwhile, Angie sat across from her newly hired attorney this 
morning. He was articulate and Angie could tell he was very smart. “Ms 
Halstead, I got some information from your father this morning. In your 
own words, tell me what happened,” said Mr. Akil. 

“T was railroaded. That substance wasn’t mine,” Angie stated. 

“Why was it taped inside your suitcase?” asked the attorney. 

“I had a friend who gave it to me to store. I didn’t know the police 
would go through my stuff without permission,” Angie replied. 

“They had a search warrant to search your room. I’ve already checked 
with the police on that,” answered Mr. Akil. 

“Why were the police searching my suitcase anyway?” Angie asked. 

“They were searching all the students’ rooms,” the attorney replied. 

“Why?” she asked. 

“Tt’s another matter. I wouldn't worry about it right now. Be concerned 
for your case first,” the attorney said. “Who gave you the substance?” 

“A friend of mine,” replied Angie. 

“What’s his or her name?” asked Mr. Akil. 

Angie cleared her throat then. “Uh, his name is Karl Benson,” she said. 

“Okay, I will get with Mr. Benson and confirm his story,” he said. 

“Can't we keep him out of this? After all, it is my business,” Angie said. 

“Ms. Halstead, you have been charged with an illegal substance 
without a prescription. That carries a stiff penalty here of up to five years. 
If your friend could verify your story and that would help your case,” the 
attorney said. 

“Then he would be in trouble,” replied Angie. 

“Possibly,” the attorney replied. “But better him than you as he gave 
you the pills,” the attorney said. 

- The attorney looked at Angie’s expression on her face. He knew 
judgment of character and knew Angie was not exactly telling him the 
truth. 

“Well, anything else you want to tell me?” he asked. 

“T don’t think so,” she said. 

“Well, I will get back with you in a couple of days and let you know 
what is going on. In the meantime, keep your nose clean and say nothing 
to anyone, especially other students. The less you say, the better,” he said. 
The attorney continued to give her advice about the case. Angie nodded 
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that she understood and left his office. She then got a taxi driver’s attention 
and got into a cab to take her back to the hotel. She wanted to shower and 
change clothes before heading to the excavation site. 

While riding in the police car, Crystal recognized the Sphinx as the 
police car approached the pyramids. There was a lump in Crystal’s throat. 
Maybe her mother was right. This was too much for her. Perhaps she 
should had gone back today with her and Ralph. As Crystal stepped out of 
the police car, there were a few students already who recognized her. There 
was a shout from the distance. “It’s Crystal!” one student yelled. Crystal 
continued to walk with the officer alongside her. 

People started looking as Crystal walked beyond the tent. She felt 
she was going to throw up. Fear entered her now. It paralyzed her as she 
realized she was at the site where she went missing for over 13 hours; the 
place where she was injured last Friday and the tunnel that frightened her 
so much. Someone or something was out there just waiting for her. She 
could feel it in the air and in her heart. 

Suddenly, there was clapping as a few students close-by applauded 
Crystal. She walked to the front of the pyramids where the professor and 
other students were. Everyone had dropped their tools in astonishment. 
No one realized Crystal was back until then. 

Jill and Jean were the first to run up to Crystal. “Crystal, is it really 
you?” asked Jean. “No one knew what happened to you. Police have been 
asking questions and we were all worried.” 

“Are you okay, Crystal?” asked Jill. 

“Yes, of course, the hospital looked me over and released me yesterday 
afternoon,” Crystal said. 

By then, a group of students had piled around Crystal. This was exactly 
what the police didn’t want to happen. The police officer tried to break it 
up. The professor came up and told the students to back off. 

Crystal needed to catch her breath and get her thoughts together. 
Someone was out there, maybe even in this group of students that disliked 
her according to the police. It was an eerie thought and Crystal knew she 
had to be careful as her mother advised. She had to go on though as if all 
was normal. She had to do this, if not for herself, but for the whole group 
of students. If the captain was right and somehow her injury was connected 
to the stolen money, it could help the others as well. 
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Crystal was escorted to the excavation site by the police officer and 
the professor following them. They were trying not to look too out of the 
ordinary. Crystal knew she had to act out her part in this so the guilty 
person would take the bait. 

Crystal looked at the professor as she dropped her knapsack on the 
hot, dry sand by her digging site. She still had the little shovel beside her 
digging hole. She kneeled down on her knees and started to dig little 
particles of earth in the soil. 

The police officer walked back to the police car and drove out of the 
driveway. The professor returned to his spot where he was guiding students 
through a maze of sand and dirt. Crystal looked at her watch. It was past 
10:00 a.m. Lunchtime would be here in a couple of hours. She was still full 
from the big meal she had this morning. Between the hospital and hotel 
food, she felt she had gained at least five pounds. 

As Crystal continued to dig, she was getting hot in the clothes she 
wore. The temperature was up to 106° Fahrenheit this morning. It would 
get hotter and the excessive heat made her sweat even more. Still, Crystal 
furiously dug and took frequent sips of water she had brought. 

Crystal thought she had been digging and brushing old rocks forever 
when finally, lunchtime was called around noontime. Crystal looked over 
at her partner. “Jill, do you mind walking with me over to the tent?” she 
asked. 

Jill looked at Crystal sort of surprised. “Certainly not. Are you ready 
to go now?” Jill asked. 

“If you are,” Crystal replied. 

“Let’s go then,” Jill replied. 

Both women walked over to the tent where lunch was being served. 
Crystal saw a couple of seats outside the tent. “These look good. They are 
well into the shade,” Crystal said. 

“Aren’t you going to order lunch?” Jill asked. 

“T don’t need to,” Crystal replied. She turned her knapsack upset down. 
Out came several slices of bread and cheese, eggs, apples, bottles of water 
and fruit. 

“Wow, who packed all that?” Jill asked. 

“My mother did this morning before I came here,” replied Crystal. 

Jill giggled. “You have enough for three meals there,” she said. 
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“My mother wanted to make sure I didn’t get hungry or dehydrated,” 
replied Crystal. 

Jill excused herself and got in line for lunch. Crystal started nibbling 
on an apple and eating part of a slice of bread. She took a sip of the water 
her mother packed too. While waiting on Jill to come back, someone 
tapped her on the right shoulder. She looked around. It was Dan. Crystal 
reached up to hug him as he bent down toward her. 

“Hey, Dan!” Crystal exclaimed. “I didn’t see you this morning.” 

“T heard you were here. You didn’t come in by bus this morning,’ Dan 
said. 

“No, I came later this morning. An officer brought me in today,” she 
replied. 

“T heard that too. All this special treatment for one young lady,” he 
replied. 

“Well, what can I say? When you got it, you got it,” she giggled. Crystal 
tried to hide the fact of a police escort by joking. She didn’t know if Dan 
would see through it or not. 

“Aren't you getting into line for lunch?” he asked. 

“Dan, I have enough food here for a small army. Jill will be out in a 
minute though,” she replied. 

“T'm going to join her. Good to see you, Crystal. Glad you are okay 
and back with us again,” Dan said. 

Crystal smiled at him as he walked over to the tent to get in line. The 
question entered her mind. Was she okay? Would she ever be? She tried not 
to think of it and looked at it as a positive learning experience. 

Jill came out of the tent with a wrapped sandwich and a bottle of water. 
She sat down next to Crystal. “What is with the fashion trend, Crystal? 
You are all blue today,” Jill said. 

“I know, my mother packed it in her suitcase for me,” Crystal replied. 

“Does your mother prepare all that you are going to wear?” asked Jill. 

“No, of course not. She brought this outfit from home. She is a clothes 
designer,” Crystal replied. 

“She even designed your shoes,” Jill said, as she looked down. Crystal 
had blue leather shoes with gold buckles and a floral design., 

“I know. I couldn’t hurt her feelings so I wore them today. Tomorrow 
I will be dressed differently, believe me,” crystal replied. 
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“Aren't you hot in that outfit?” Jill asked. Crystal had on blue denim 
pants with a gold belt and a cotton floral shirt. 

“Yes, very hot. That is why I want to stay in the shade,” Crystal replied. 

Before the women could giggle together, Jean came up and hugged 
Crystal. “There you are! So happy to have you back. I’ve missed you a lot,” 
Jean said. 

Crystal smiled. She was glad to see Jean too. “It’s so good to be back,” 
Crystal said. 

“A lot has happened since you have been gone. Angie has been taken 
in for questioning yesterday. So did Karl, Bill and Susan. All are back 
today, except Angie hasn't come back yet,” Jean said. “Even Dan got 
questioned on Sunday night. He said the police came to his room after he 
went to bed.” 

“Really,” replied Crystal. It was a sensitive subject she didn’t want to 
talk about. After all, the police had warned her not to talk about it. She 
wanted to change the subject. Jean changed it for her. 

“Have you seen the new guy? He’s really cute. He arrived this morning 
about the same time you did,” Jean said. 

“No, I haven't,” Crystal replied. 

“He said his name was Ted. Go over there and introduce yourself. He 
is sitting not far from you,” Jean replied. 

“I don’t know anything about him,” Crystal replied. 

Crystal turned her head to her right. “Not in that direction, look at 
the left real quick,” Jean said. 

Crystal then turned her head to the left. There seated a few seats away 
was one of the cutest guys she had ever seen. “Wow!” exclaimed Crystal. 

“He’s gorgeous, isn’t he?” Jean asked. 

- “Well, I will say hello eventually,” Crystal replied. 

“Glad you are okay now. I was getting worried. Some students said you 
were okay while others said you were real sick,” Jean said. 

“I'm okay, just a little sore,” Crystal replied. 

“Sore?” asked Jean. 

“Sore in the butt from lying on it so much,” said Crystal, trying to 
make a joke. Jean, Jill and Crystal laughed together. 

Jean then excused herself to go eat lunch. Crystal was sort of glad she 
did. She didn’t want to bring extra attention to herself today. 
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“Jill, when we finish lunch, can you walk with me back to the site?” 
Crystal asked. 

Jill looked at her sort of funny. “Sure, but don’t you know how to get 
back to the site?” Jill asked. 

“I do, but I am not supposed to walk alone, especially this week. I don’t 
want a repeat of last Friday,” replied Crystal. 

“Is that because of your fall?” Jill asked. 

“Yes, I am a little dizzy still and don’t want to risk falling again,” 
replied Crystal. 

“Are you sure you are well enough to come back here?” asked Jill. 

“The doctor seemed to think so. I just have to take it easy for a few 
days. That is all” Crystal replied. 

“Alright, no problem,” Jill replied. She didn’t pursue the subject 
anymore. 

Right then, Angie walked into the excavation site. The shower and 
change of clothes earlier helped her feel refreshed. She made her way to the 
tent to get a bite to eat. It was yesterday afternoon since she had eaten. The 
food in jail wasn’t actually the best. Angie refused to eat much of it. She 
didn’t say anything to anyone. The professor did notice her walk into the 
tent, but avoided all conversation with her. Angie Pee a sandwich 
and went outside the tent to eat lunch. 

After lunch, both Jill and Crystal started to walk back to the excavation 
site. The women stopped by the restroom. As Crystal was waiting on Jill 
to come out, the professor approached Crystal. 

“Everything, alright?” he asked. 

“Yes, it is,” Crystal replied. 

“Remember, if you need to stop and rest, please do. Do you have 
someone to walk with you?” he asked. 

“Yes, Jill is,” she replied. “We are taking our breaks together now as I 
don’t want to walk alone.” 

“Good, if you need someone, I can do it. 1 am responsible for you,” the 
professor stated. He sounded more like a parent than a professor. 

Just then, Jill came out of the restroom. She and Crystal walked 
together towards the excavation site. Jill had done quite a bit of digging 
yesterday and today. Crystal was surprised how much dirt and sand she 
had cleared out of her digging area. 
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The early afternoon seemed uneventful as both Crystal and Jill 
continued with their digging areas. Both women were making progress 
now. Crystal was glad to be back to work and knew it was the right thing 
to stay in Cairo now. Good the professor helped persuade her mother to 
allow her to continue with the expedition. Hopefully, Crystal could make 
up for yesterday. She needed to borrow Dan’s notes this afternoon. J will 
ask him during the afternoon break, she thought to herself. 
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Later that afternoon... 

It had been extremely hot that afternoon. The temperature was 
reaching a scorching 115° F. During the mid-afternoon break, the professor 
approached Crystal under the shade. She had her head bent down and 
sweating. 

“What’s wrong, Crystal?” the professor asked. 

“Just a headache. I need to take my medicine,” Crystal replied. She 
pulled out the bottle of pain medicine and took a tablet with a sip of water. 

“You need to sit down and rest,” he said. 

“No, I will be okay. It usually takes effect within 30 minutes,” she 
replied, taking another sip of water. 

“What about a cool compress against your forehead?” he asked. 

“That would be good...” Before she could finish the sentence, Crystal 
went weak at the knees. The professor quickly grabbed her and led her to 
a chair nearby. He went into the tent and got a towel and put crushed ice 
inside. He brought the towel and put it on Crystal’s forehead. 

Crystal sat there with the cold compress on her forehead. After a few 
minutes, Crystal said, “I don’t feel so good. I’m so hot and feel sick at my 
stomach.” 

The professor instructed her to put her head down between her knees. 
Crystal started to bend over when she went limp. Her eyes went inside the 
pockets. She didn’t move an inch. Her body was lifeless and still. 

“Oh, God, she has fainted!” exclaimed the professor. 

Just then, Jill came out from the restroom to see what the commotion 
was about. Realizing it was her partner, she became concerned. A worker 
from inside the tent came outside also. The professor asked if he had a radio 
to call for medical help. 
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“There is a doctor sometimes here for workers. Want me to radio him?” 
the worker asked. 

“Yes, please,” the professor said. 

A small crowd of people had formed around Crystal by now. One male 
student picked up Crystal and took her inside the tent. There was a small 
cot in back. He placed Crystal on the cot. Jill got the icepack and started 
rubbing Crystal forehead. Crystal kept moaning as if coming to again. She 
was regaining consciousness. 

Within a few minutes, the doctor was inside the tent. He looked at 
Crystal. “Did she lose consciousness?” he asked. 

“Yes, but not for long,” the professor said. 

The doctor turned out to be a young medical doctor in his last year 
of residency. His name was Dr. Chuma. He was quite handsome, tall and 
thin. He examined Crystal. He felt the big bump on her head. 

“She has a bad bump on the back of her head. Did she have an accident 
or fall?” he asked. 

“She bumped her head last Friday. She has been in the hospital and 
released yesterday,’ the professor said. 

“With this excessive heat and not feeling well, no wonder she fainted,” 
the doctor said. 

“Is she going to be alright?” the professor asked. 

“Yes, I believe so. She needs to rest though. I would send her home 
immediately with bed rest,” Dr. Chuma said. 

“Ts it possible that she rest here until we leave today? I have no other 
transportation to the hotel, other than getting a taxi for her. I don’t want 
her to go back alone,” the professor said. 

“She is having symptoms of a concussion. I usually recommend 
complete bed rest for this the first week,” the doctor said. 

Crystal was starting to open her eyes now. Jill continued to rub her 
forehead with the cold compress. 

“What happened?” Crystal asked. 

“You fainted,” Jill replied. 

“How long was I out?” Crystal asked. 

“Not long, just a minute or two. Are you feeling better?” Jill asked. 

“T felt so hot and really weird,” replied Crystal 

“Do you still feel light-headed or dizzy?” the doctor asked. 
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“No, I feel better. I’m cooler too,” replied Crystal. 

“That is because you are inside the tent. You have no business being 
out in this hot sun right now,” the doctor said. 

The professor spoke up, “Doctor, can I see you outside a minute?” he 
asked. 

“Sure,” Dr. Chuma answered. He walked outside the tent with the 
professor. 

The professor explained the situation and why Crystal returned early 
to the site. “Who was the doctor that released her?” the doctor asked. 

“Dr. Mosi. He released her yesterday to come back to work today with 
light duty,” the professor said. 

“Dr. Mosi has a good reputation as a neurologist, but I don’t think she 
is ready yet. This is not light duty. She is out in this excessive heat, digging 
like the other students. If she continues like this, she will end up in the 
hospital again with an even longer stay. She could also risk another head 
injury,” Dr. Chuma said. 

“What do you recommend, doctor?” Professor Smith asked. 

“That she stay in bed until she feels better,” Dr. Chuma said. “I would 
also call Dr. Mosi’s office and let him know too. He is the one that released 
her from the hospital yesterday.” The doctor then left. 

Jill was still at Crystal’s side when the professor came back into the 
cot. “Jill, thank you so much. You can go back to the site. I will stay with 
her until we leave today,” he said. 

“Are you sure? I don’t mind it a bit,” Jill said. 

“No, I will keep an eye out on her. You need to get back to the 
excavation site,” the professor said. 

“Okay,” she replied. She left the tent and walked back to her excavation 
site. There was silence for a minute. Crystal’s lips were trembling, as if one 
minute she was hot and the next, she was cold. She was having chills. 

“Okay, don’t say it. I am trouble, I realize it. I feel like I have a curse 
on me,” Crystal replied. 

“I only want your safety, Crystal. You have been through a lot these 
last few days,” he said. 

“Can I go back to work now?” Crystal asked. ‘ 

“No, the doctor thinks you need to rest this afternoon. We will see 
how you feel tomorrow,” Professor Smith said. 
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“Would you like some water to drink?” the professor asked. 

“Yes, please, my mouth is so dry,” Crystal replied. 

Crystal raised her head and took a sip of water the professor gave her. 
Her hand was shaking and she couldn't hold the cup. The professor had 
to hold it steady for her. Crystal looked at the professor. It was written all 
over his face. He was thinking that Crystal should have gone home with 
her mother this afternoon. Now it was too late. Her mother was already 
boarded and in flight to the United States at this very moment. 

“Professor, can I have a bag or something. I am ready to throw up,” 
Crystal said. 

The professor quickly retrieved an empty plastic bag from the kitchen. 
It didn’t take long for Crystal to dispel the contents of her stomach. 

“Why didn’t you tell me that you didn’t feel well this morning when 
you arrived?” Professor Smith asked. 

“Because I felt okay this morning. I just got sick this afternoon,” 
Crystal replied. 

“Were you this sick with your mother?” the professor asked. 

“T felt really tired and sleepy, but it just seems Mom knows what to 
do. I mostly slept last night. I was alright this morning,” Crystal replied. 
“Is the doctor coming back?” 

“T think so, why?” he asked. 

“My stomach is nauseated and my head really hurts,” Crystal replied. 

“I will radio him again,” the professor said. He went to radio the 
doctor again. In a few minutes, the professor returned. “The doctor said 
he can prescribe something for nausea. He wanted to know if you needed 
something for dizziness too. He will be here shortly.” 

“Probably, I don’t want to faint again,” Crystal replied. 

- Within a minute, the young doctor entered the tent again. He had 
written two prescriptions for Crystal for nausea and dizziness. “You can 
fill these anywhere. Do you have pain medication?” he asked. 

“Yes, Dr. Mosi prescribed some in the hospital. The pain injections 
seem to help the most, although they made me drowsy,” Crystal replied. 

“Well, I don’t have anyway of giving you an injection here,” he stated. 

“Well, thank you, Dr. Chuma,” Crystal said. 

“You are welcome. Just don’t do it again,” he replied. He never smiled 
so Crystal didn’t know if he was serious or not. He left the tent then. 
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There was another hour to go. The professor said he wanted to check 
the other students at the site, but would be back very soon. He called on 
the radio for someone to assist him. He told Crystal that there was someone 
watching close-by. There were two kitchen helpers inside the tent too and 
just to call out if she needed help. Crystal was still dizzy so trying to get 
up wasn’t even an option right now. 

Not realizing it, there was a person standing off watching the whole 
scenario. She was hidden behind a big rock and would not come near the 
tent for fear of being spotted. There were people standing around and a few 
of the students were standing outside the tent talking. The person watched 
with careful eyes, not taking her eyes off the tent. She saw the professor 
walking back inside the tent. 

As soon as the professor returned within a half-hour, he said that the 
bus would be here soon. He would call it a day early. He helped Crystal 
off the cot and asked Jill and Tonya to help Crystal to the restroom. Since 
there wasn’t a wheelchair at the site, he would need a male student to help 
him get Crystal on the bus. They would have to walk with her slowly, 
almost carry her, to the bus. Getting her up the few steps of the bus would 
be the problem. 

When Crystal was ready to transport to the bus, Jim, a male student, 
and the professor walked with Crystal to the front of the bus. Some 
students were already walking that way toward the bus. No one said a 
word. Jim and Professor Smith helped Crystal walk up the steps by holding 
on to her. Crystal sat on the front seat. 

“Do you want to lie down?” asked the professor. 

“T would,” replied Crystal. 

The professor left the front seat open for Crystal where she had more 
room. She tried to sit up and lean her head against the window, but was 
too dizzy. She had to lie down. There was no other way to be comfortable. 

As students began to fill up the bus, Crystal shut her eyes. She was 
embarrassed about the situation. As far as she was concerned, maybe the 
students thought she had a heat or sunstroke. Hopefully, Jill hadn’t told 
everyone that she had a concussion. 

The ride home was bumpy. Laying her head down on the seat, Crystal 
could feel every bump on the road. While the pain medication calmed 
the headache some, she still felt dizzy and nauseated. No one spoke or 
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said anything on the way home. Pulling up at the hotel driveway, the 
professor asked that the other students get off first. Jim and the professor 
helped Crystal down the steps of the bus. Another student had gone to get 
a wheelchair for Crystal. 

Crystal was wheeled inside the hotel by the professor and taken to her 
room immediately. Jean had opened the door for them. Jean got the covers 
down on Crystal’s bed. She would have to help Crystal tonight. Jean took 
off her shoes for her and took her knapsack from the wheelchair. Both the 
professor and Jean helped Crystal get into bed. 

The professor took back the wheelchair to the lobby. He was headed 
to the pharmacy to fill her prescriptions. He went outside to hail a taxi to 
the pharmacy. 

Jean looked at Crystal. “Crystal, are you feeling any better?” she asked. 

“Not really, I still feel dizzy and sick at my stomach,” Crystal replied. 

“Okay, the professor has gone to fill your prescriptions. He said he 
would be back as soon as possible. Is there anything I can get you?” asked 
Jean. 

“Jean, would you do something for me?” Crystal asked. 

“Certainly, what do you need?” Jean asked. 

“Would you get a wet washcloth? I’m so hot,” replied Crystal. 

Jean went to get a washcloth in the bathroom. She poured cold water 
on it and took it back to put on Crystal’s forehead. She felt Crystal’s 
forehead. She was burning up. 

“Crystal, you are running a fever,” replied Jean. “Do you have a 
thermometer?” 

“I have one in my travel case,” asked Crystal. 

Jean retrieved Crystal’s thermometer from the travel case. When she 
took Crystal’s temperature, it read 103°. “Crystal, you have a high fever. 
No wonder you are feeling bad,” Jean said. 

Once the professor returned from his trip to the pharmacy, he came 
back to Crystal’s room to give her medicine. “How’s she doing?” asked 
the professor. 

“Not too good. She has a high fever. She is burning up and pretty sick 
right now. She keeps moaning and says she is about to throw up. What 
should I do?” asked Jean. 
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“Stay with her and don’t leave her side, please,” the professor replied. 
He knew he either needed to get Crystal to the ER soon or call for medical 
help. He decided to try to get her to the ER quickly. He went back to the 
lobby to get the wheelchair. He got Jean to help him get Crystal back in 
the wheelchair. Jean couldn’t get Crystal’s shoes back on her feet. Crystal 
seemed to be getting sicker and there wasn’t time really. Jean carried them 
into the lobby as the professor wheeled Crystal to a waiting cab. Jean then 
handed the professor Crystal’s shoes and medicine as he got into the cab 
beside Crystal. 

The ER at the hospital was crowded with emergencies. People of 
poverty level came into the hospital to get free medical aid. The professor 
wheeled Crystal inside. He asked to see Dr. Mosi if available. He was her 
referring doctor there. 

“Yes, he is here. We will check to see if he is available,” the receptionist 
said. 

The professor wheeled Crystal over to the waiting room. By now, 
Crystal was too ill to even lift her head. Within fifteen minutes, Crystal’s 
name was called out. The professor wheeled her into an examination room. 
The nurse and the professor helped her out of the wheelchair onto the bed 
to lie down. The nurse took her temperature and vitals then. It wasn’t five 
minutes that Dr. Mosi came into the room. “Well, young lady, we meet 
again. What do I owe the pleasure?” he asked. 

“Crystal is dizzy and fainted this afternoon. She hasn’t felt well since. 
She is running a fever, complains of a headache and nausea,” the professor 
said. 

“Alright, sweetheart, you are doing exactly what I didn’t want you to 
do,” the doctor replied. 

“How long was she out today?” Dr. Mosi asked. 

“Just about a minute, but she complains of being hot,” Professor Smith 
said. 

“She has a temperature of 103.3° and her blood pressure is elevated at 
153/98. I believe she has developed an infection of some sort,” the doctor 
stated. 

“The doctor at the site gave her some prescriptions today and said she 
shouldn’t have been working out in the sun. He said it was too early,” the 
professor said. 
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“Who is this doctor?” asked Dr. Mosi. 

“Dr. Chuma,” the professor replied. 

“Oh, yes, a residence doctor. The infection has nothing to do with 
the other symptoms,” Dr. Mosi said. “The dizziness and nausea are from 
the concussion, but the infection is something new. We will treat it with 
antibiotics,” the doctor replied. 

“What about her other prescriptions?” the professor asked. 

“What did Dr. Chuma prescribe?” the doctor asked. 

‘The professor showed him. “Something for nausea and dizziness,” the 
professor stated. 

“That should be fine and not interfere with the pain medication,” Dr. 
Mosi said. 

“Ms. Johnston will need to stay here overnight for observation. I don’t 
like the way her temperature and blood pressure have increased today. 
Where is her mother?” the doctor asked. 

“She has departed for the United States this afternoon,” the professor 
said. 

“Well, that won’t matter. You are the responsible person for her 
anyway, Dr. Mosi said. 

“Was she released too early?” the professor asked. 

“T don’t think so. Ms. Johnston seemed to be doing very well yesterday 
afternoon. There was no indication she was developing an infection,” Dr. 
Mosi replied. “I will have her admitted to the hospital tonight and start 
her on antibiotics.” 

“Couldn't she take the prescription back to the hotel instead?” Professor 
Smith asked. 

“No, she will have them intravenously to reach the veins. It will reach 
her faster that way. I need to get the fever down,” the doctor replied. 

The professor looked at Crystal as she lay on the bed. What have I 
gotten myself into? he thought, Crystal is a sick girl and no one to take care 
of her, but me. 

Within a few minutes, a technician came into the room with an IV- 
line and a needle. She was going to stick Crystal in the arm to run the IV. 

“Which arm?” she asked. 

Crystal looked up drowsily. It doesn’t matter, either one,” Crystal 
replied. She felt really weak right now. 
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The technician chose the right arm. She stuck her arm just below the 
elbow. If it hurt, Crystal didn’t make a sound. She was too sick to move 
right now. The technician left and a nurse brought a bag of clear fluid 
and hung it on the IV-pole. She flushed the tube to the IV-line. She then 
attached the line to the needle. The IV-drip was going now. 

“Professor, I don’t want this. Please stop this, please,” Crystal pleaded 
with him. 

“Crystal, it is for your own good. They are antibiotics to get your fever 
down. You have developed an infection the doctor said,” Professor Smith 
replied. 

“If my mother were here, she would stop them,” Crystal said. 

In a way, it was good Crystal’s mother wasn’t there. She hindered the 
doctor and would have prevented Crystal from getting the proper medical 
help due to her own mistrust of doctors. Crystal would obviously not have 
made the entire flight back home without getting sick. There would have 
been no medical help for her. 

Crystal was admitted to the hospital within the hour. She was on the 
second floor again. The professor stayed at the hospital with Crystal that 
night. He was getting hungry by now. He went to the café to buy a cup of 
coffee and a quick bite to eat. While he was out of the room, a technician 
helped Crystal get into a hospital gown. Crystal was not hungry and 
wouldn't eat anything. The doctor ordered something for her nausea and 
dizziness too, which was placed in her IV-drip. The nurse gave her a pain 
injection that evening to help her sleep more restfully. She did not need 
a sedative to sleep tonight. Crystal was in a deep sleep and did not wake 
up during the night. Both the night nurse and a technician to put in a 
machine at her feet didn’t awake Crystal. 
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The next day... 

Crystal awoke to the sound of birds chirping outside. It was past dawn 
and the sun was rising brightly. It took her a minute to realize that she was 
in a hospital bed with IV-lines and a tube in her arm. On the other side, 
was a heart monitor, recording her heart rate and blood pressure. As she 
looked around the room, all she could hear was the sound of the machines. 
She also had a machine at her feet. She remembered from being in the 
hospital before that it was a machine to prevent blood clots. Somewhere 
in the room she could hear snoring. As she looked in the direction of the 
window, the professor had fallen asleep on the sofa with his head leaning 
against a pillow and his legs crunched up on the sofa. He had a light 
blanket over him. 

Crystal needed to get up and relieve herself. She looked on the remote 
at the side of the bed and called for the nurse. Within a few minutes, the 
nurse came in the room. 

“Ms. Johnston, do you need help?” the nurse asked. 

“Yes, nature is calling,” Crystal replied. 

“Well, the doctor instructed that you are not to get out of bed. How 
about a bed pan?” the nurse asked. 

“T can’t with a man in here,” Crystal replied. 

“That is not your husband?” the nurse asked. 

“No, he is my professor,” replied Crystal. 

“Oh, he has been here all night. I just assumed you were related. I will 
help you to the bathroom, but next time you use the bed pan,” the nurse 
replied. 

The nurse helped Crystal get out of bed and walk with the IV-pole to 
the bathroom. As she was doing that, the professor started to stir. When 
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Crystal came out of the bathroom, the professor was yawning with his 
head still on the pillow. Crystal walked back slowly and carefully to the 
bed. By then the professor had woken up. He looked up as Crystal got 
back into bed. 

“Good morning, sleepyhead. How are you feeling?” he asked. 

“T feel a little bit better than last night. It was like a dream. I don’t 
remember much about it,” Crystal said. 

“You were pretty much out of it. As soon as you got admitted to the 
hospital and medicine in you, you fell asleep,” the professor said. 

“Why did the doctor re-admit me into the hospital last night?” asked 
Crystal. 

“Don’t you remember?” the professor asked. 

“I vaguely remember anything,” Crystal replied. 

“You had a fever and sweating profusely. At the site, you were nearly 
delirious and moaning how hot you were. You also were sick on your 
stomach and throwing up,” the professor replied. 

“T felt so sick yesterday. I could hardly lift my head. I wish my mother 
was still here,” Crystal said. 

“You rather your mother here than me?” asked the professor. He was 
half-joking with her, even though it was a serious matter. 

“T didn’t mean it that way. She just always knew what to do it seems,” 
Crystal said. 

“The doctor seems to think you have an infection,” the professor said. 

“Is that what this is all about?” Crystal asked. 

“Yes,” replied Professor Smith. 

“When can I go back to the hotel?” asked Crystal. 

“I don't know. The doctor says he is giving you antibiotics,” the 
professor said. 

“What does that mean?” Crystal asked. 

“It may be a little while,” the professor replied. 

Just then, a technician came in and said she was drawing some blood 
samples for the doctor. She said they needed to be done before she ate. 
“Will it hurt?” Crystal asked. 

“No, we can draw your blood from the IV-tube,” the technician 


replied. She stopped Crystal’s line to the IV-drip for a minute and filled 
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up several tubes with blood samples. She finished and quickly started up 
the IV-line again to the drip. She left the room without saying a word. 

Within a few minutes, the morning nurse came in to take Crystal’s 
temperature and vitals. Crystal recognized the nurse. It was Nakia, the 
nurse she had had during her first stay in the hospital. 

“Hey, Ms. Johnston, I heard you are back. Glad to see you again,” 
Nakia said. 

“Just not so quickly,” replied Crystal. 

“Your temperature and blood pressure are a little better this morning. 
Did you rest well?” Nakia asked. 

“Yes, like a dream,” Crystal replied. 

“The night nurse said she couldn’t wake you last night to see if you 
needed a sedative. She said you were sleeping so soundly, she left you 
alone,” Nakia said. 

“I was out of it for sure,” Crystal replied. 

Nakia finished and left the room. 

“Professor, did you stay all night?” Crystal asked. 

“Yes, I had a date with the couch last night. Nurses came in all night 
to see about you. I finally got to sleep about 2:00 a.m. this morning,” the 
professor said. 

“I’m sorry. Maybe you needed the sedative more than I did,” Crystal 
said. 

“T need to get back to the hotel this morning,” Professor Smith said. 

“Don’t you have to go to the site?” Crystal asked. 

“No, I called Jim, a post-doctoral student, last night. He is taking over 
for me this morning so I can shower and change clothes,” the professor aid. 
“Aren't you hungry? You didn’t eat anything last night.” 

~ “Not really, just thirsty,” Crystal replied. 

Just then, a nutritionist came in to take Crystal’s order for breakfast. 
Crystal still wasn’t hungry. The nutritionist said she could order a 
supplement to drink with her meal. Crystal ordered her meal this morning, 
mostly liquids. 

“Will you be all right to eat breakfast on your own or do you need 
help?” the professor asked. 
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“T will be okay. I am using a straw to drink the supplement and coffee 
with,” Crystal replied. “Please go if you must. Thank you, professor, for 
staying with me last night.” 

“You are welcome, glad to do it. I just hope someone will return the 
favor for me someday,” Professor Smith stated. 

“If you are ever in the hospital, I will take care of you, professor,” 
Crystal said. She looked at the professor with admiration. She didn’t want 
him to know that she had a crush on him. 

Shortly before breakfast, the professor said he needed to get back to the 
hotel. He wanted to eat a meal before going to the site as well. The nurse 
told him she could get someone to help Crystal with breakfast. Dr. Mosi 
hadn’t shown up for his morning rounds yet, so the professor figured he 
could call him later in the day. The professor said his goodbye to Crystal 
before heading out. He was exhausted too. 

Crystal’s hands were shaking while she drank her coffee and 
supplement. She was glad she had a straw to sip them instead. 

Dr. Mosi came in after breakfast. He said that her fever was down, but 
still a little high. It read 101.6° and her blood pressure was 143/95. Her 
pulse rate was the most devastating though. It was way over 100, too fast 
for someone of her age. He felt that the antibiotics were helping to bring 
her fever down. 

“When can I go back to the hotel?” asked Crystal. 

“Well, I don’t want to push it this time. The problem is you go up and 
down. You feel better for a little while, than you don’t. We will see how 
you feel in a couple of days, okay?” he answered. 

“The technician took blood samples this morning. What are they for?” 
Crystal asked. 

“They are routine when we suspect an infection,” Dr. Mosi said. 

“What kind of infection?” she asked. 

“T don’t know yet. I’m hoping to have the tests back by this evening,” 
he answered. 

Crystal didn’t say anything as the doctor left the room. Nakia came 
back inside and said that the doctor ordered complete bed rest, not even 
to get up today. That Crystal would have to use the bed pan and sponge 
bath only. This embarrassed Crystal, but she knew deep inside that resting 
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was the only way to get well. Nakia said that Crystal would get another 
injection at 9:00 a.m. this morning for her headache. 

Crystal was sad too. Her dreams had already been shattered and to see 
her second chance shattered too. She had to make sure the professor didn’t 
call her mother. After all, she wasn’t injured this time. It was an infection. 
Crystal didn’t want to go home just yet. Something told her inside to hang 
in there for a little while longer. 

When the professor arrived back at the hotel, he was able to eat 
something for breakfast and sip on a cup of coffee before going upstairs to 
his room. He was really tired and thought he might lie down for an hour 
or so before tackling the site. He wanted to shower and shave too. As he 
was walking toward the elevator, he got the shock of his life bumping into 
someone he knew. 

After speaking with the doctor, Crystal was waiting on the nurse 
to give her another pain injection. Crystal felt they were helping her 
headaches. So did the doctor. Crystal heard the door open, thinking it was 
the nurse. As Crystal looked up, she got the surprise of her life. It was her 
mother standing there by her hospital bed. 

“Mom, what are you doing here? I thought you were on the way back 
to the States or even there by now,” Crystal said. 

“When Ralph and I got to the airport early yesterday afternoon, it 
seems the entire eastern coast was under a flashflood warning. Planes could 
not get in or out. There had been a hurricane spotted down the coast and a 
tornado advisory warning in the area too. Our flight had been cancelled as 
well as many others. I tried to book connecting flights and layovers, but it 
seems they were all cancelled. We tried several airlines and the same thing. 
After spending six hours waiting at the airport, Ralph and I decided to 
spend another night at the New Extady Hotel until we could get a flight 
out,” her mother said. Gloria continued on talking. 

“T went over to the Carlton Hotel earlier this morning to check on you 
and ran into your professor. He told me you were back into the hospital. 
You didn’t call me and tell me,” her mother said. 

“T thought you were on a plane. It happened so fast that I didn’t have 
time to call you,” replied Crystal. “Where is Ralph anyway?” 

“He is downstairs in the café. You know Ralph. Always stuffing his 
stomach first,” Gloria said. 
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Crystal wanted to giggle, but felt too weak to do so. “The doctor was 
just here,” Crystal said. 

“I know. I ran across him in the hallway. He said he is running tests 
on you,” Gloria said. 

“He says I have an infection,” Crystal stated. 

“T told you the man doesn’t know what he is doing. He let you leave 
the hospital too early,” Gloria said. 

“Mom, you were the one badgering him the other day to get me out 
of here as fast as he could,” Gloria stated. 

“He said you were doing well. I thought he was a competent doctor,” 
answered Gloria. 

Crystal was silent. She didn’t want to argue with her mother. A few 
days ago, she was miserable with her mother around. Now she was really 
glad to see her. She even kind of missed her when she left yesterday. 

Dr. Mosi stepped inside the hospital room again. “Well, Mrs. Johnston, 
I see you are back now. Is this to stay a while or a short visit?” he asked. 

“T would like to see when my daughter is well enough to travel,” she 
said. 

“That may not be for a little while. I am waiting on results of the blood 
tests to come back from the lab,” Dr. Mosi said. 

“How long will that be?” asked Gloria. 

“I hope to have them this evening. I’m having the lab put a rush on 
them,” the doctor replied. 

“What kind of blood tests are you doing?” Gloria asked. 

“A comprehensive blood analysis,” the doctor said. 

“What will they tell?” Gloria asked. 

“Your daughter’s blood counts. Also, a cross analysis of stem cell 
activity in the blood,” Dr. Mosi advised. 

“Why are you doing that? Shouldn’t you know if she has an infection 
or not?” Gloria asked. 

“I am concerned something secondary is going on here,” the doctor 
advised. 

“What kind of secondary problem?” Gloria asked. 

“That is what I am going to find out,” Dr. Mosi said. “This is a new 
development, ma’am.” 
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“Ms. Johnston, have you noticed a rash lately?” the doctor asked. He 
was directing this to Crystal now. 

“Yes, sir, I noticed one about three weeks ago on my arms and face,” 
Crystal replied. 

“Why didn’t you tell me that before?” the doctor asked. 

“Because I was sunburned then. I thought it was part of that,” Crystal 
said. 

“Crystal has always been very healthy up until now. She was fine before 
she came to Cairo,” her mother said. 

“How old is Crystal?” the doctor asked. 

“She is 19 years old,” Gloria stated. “Doctor, please just spit it out 
clearly. What are you really looking for?” 

The doctor shrugged a little. He hesitated a minute, then finally 
answered. “We are testing for an autoimmune disease,” the doctor replied. 

Crystal was paralyzed in fear. She did not want to hear it. She was 
always healthy as a child, active, running and playing as normal healthy 
children do. Now, at 19 years old, she was told that she may have an 
autoimmune disease. Her mother stood in astonishment, taking it all in. 

“Doctor, why wasn’t this found the first time Crystal was hospitalized 
a few days ago?” asked Gloria. 

“I suspected it, Mrs. Johnston, especially with her low white blood 
counts, but the comprehensive blood tests were not run. Crystal was not 
exhibiting all the symptoms then. I am also ordering a spinal tap on your 
daughter. That will confirm if it is Multiple Sclerosis or Spinal Meningitis,” 
the doctor advised. 

“Didn’t you do an MRI on her before?” Gloria asked. 

“Yes, but if the disease just manifested, the lesions may not appear on 
the brain just yet,” the doctor advised. 

“No!” exclaimed Crystal. Tears were flowing down her cheek. “I don’t 
need all of those tests, please. I am fine, just a headache, that’s all.” 

“Baby, it will be alright,” Gloria said. “Doctor, can I get a second 
opinion? All this is upsetting my daughter.” 

“You can, but your daughter needs treatment soon,” the doctor said. 

“What kind of treatments?” Gloria asked. 


“That depends on her diagnosis,” the doctor answered. 
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“This just gets worse and worse,” Gloria stated. “First, Crystal had a 
bump on the head, then a concussion and now to this.” 

“Tm sorry, Mrs. Johnston, I wish I had better news for you. I will 
inform you when I know the results,” the doctor said. He cleared his throat 
and then left the room. 

Gloria spoke, “I always knew this was a God-forsaken place. Now 
I know it is. Why on earth would you ever want to come to a place like 
this, Crystal?” 

Crystal lay there motionless, staring into space. She wanted to cry, not 
just for herself, but for the whole summer. It started off very exciting and 
is ending up bad after bad news. 

Ralph finally came upstairs to the second floor, carrying a local 
newspaper. He entered Crystal’s hospital room, walking past Gloria and 
Crystal’s bed. 

“Ralph, our plans have changed,” Gloria snapped. Ralph had just sat 
down in the lounge chair, reading the daily news in English text. 

“What?” Ralph asked. 

“Crystal is having a number of tests done while in the hospital,” Gloria 
said. 

“What king of tests?” Ralph asked. 

“Blood tests for autoimmune. The doctor said he is doing a spinal tap 
too,” Gloria said. 

“Oh no, how long will that take?” he asked. 

“T have no idea. I need to call my workplace and let them know I will 
be delayed here for a while,” Gloria said. 

“A while?” Ralph asked. “Might as well, we can’t get out on a flight 
anyway.” 

Gloria grabbed her cell phone to make a phone call outside in the 
hallway. She called her workplace. She told the secretary that she would 
be delayed a few days as her daughter was in the hospital again. Gloria 
left her telephone number and the name of the hospital if she needed to 
be contacted that week. 

The nutritionist came in to order Crystal’s lunch. Crystal wasn’t 
hungry at all and refused to order anything. : 
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“Crystal, the doctor said you didn’t eat solid food this morning. You 
need to order something to eat. How about some soup or gelatin?” her 
mother asked. 

“T just want to die, Mom,” Crystal said. 

“Well, honey, you can die later. You need to order something to eat to 
keep your strength up,” her mother said. 

Crystal refused as a stubborn child. 

Gloria ordered something for her daughter. The nutritionist ordered 
a plate for her mother too at lunchtime. Ralph would have to get lunch 
on his own. 

The telephone rang later that morning. Crystal’s mother went to 
answer it. It was the professor inquiring how Crystal was feeling. 

“She seems to be about the same. She is pretty sick. Her temperature 
and blood pressure are still high. The doctor was just in. He is running 
comprehensive blood tests and doing a spinal tap on Crystal,” Gloria said. 

“For the concussion?” the professor asked. He was surprised the need 
for blood tests for a concussion. 

“No, for the infection. He suspects something secondary may be going 
on with Crystal,” her mother said. 

“Are you still going home this evening?” the professor asked. 

“No, there is a new development. I need to stay here with Crystal 
now,” Gloria said. 

“Well, okay, I was coming over later this evening. If you are going 
to stay with her, I really need to get some sleep tonight,” Professor Smith 
replied. 

“That is fine, professor. I will be here overnight. Oh, professor!” Gloria 
exclaimed, before hanging up. 

~ “Yes, ma'am,” the professor said. 

“Thank you for staying with my daughter last night and early this 
morning. I really appreciate it very much,” Gloria said. 

“You are welcome. I will probably see you tomorrow then,” the 
professor said. 

Both the professor and Gloria hung up the phone. 

Crystal couldn’t believe her mother was actually nice to the professor. 

At noontime, lunch was served. Gloria helped her daughter with the 
bouillon soup and the gelatin she had ordered. Crystal had lost weight 
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since being in the hospital. Her mother was afraid she was getting too thin. 
Crystal took a sip at the supplement drink. It was her favorite —- Mocha. 

After lunch, the nurse checked Crystal’s temperature and vitals again. 
“Your fever is down and your blood pressure is better than this morning. 
You need to start taking multivitamins. That would help with your immune 
system,” Nakia said. 

“Really, I heard that. I guess you are never too young,” Crystal said. 

“No, you need to start taking one everyday,” Nakia said. 

“Do I have any more tests scheduled today?” Crystal asked. 

“T think your spinal tab is coming up in the morning. I will check on 
it for you,” Nakia said. 

“Will they do that in here?” Crystal asked. 

“No ma’am, they will take you down to the first floor for that,” Nakia 
said. She left the room then. 

“T like Nakia. She is probably one of the sweetest nurses here,” Crystal 
said. 

“Wasn't she your nurse the first time too?” her mother asked. 

“Yes, my last room was just across from the nurses’ station,” Crystal 
replied. 

A florist delivered flowers to Crystal’s room. The card said, “Get well 
my dearest. Love, Dan.” The flowers were a pretty assortment of pink roses 
and baby breath with a pink ribbon. Gloria wondered who Dan was. She 
remembered the flowers Crystal had gotten before too. They were lovely 
but unsigned. Gloria had taken the flowers back to the hotel with Crystal. 
She hoped someone was taking care of them. She forgot to water them 
earlier this morning. 

“Crystal, you must have some admirers,’ Gloria said. Crystal looked at 
her mother, not saying a word. Crystal was still in a state of denial. 

In the meantime, Angie had remembered what the lawyer said. She 
had been released out of custody on bail yesterday morning. After her 
release, the attorney offered legal advice. He said not to talk to anyone of 
what happened, especially other students. Angie was allowed to go free 
until an arraignment was scheduled. That would determine sentencing 
for Angie. ‘ 

Angie had gone back to the excavation site yesterday around lunchtime. 
Saying nothing, she didn’t even approach the professor when she saw him 
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in the tent. She continued on digging as if nothing had happened. The 
least said, the better, according to the attorney. 

This morning, Angie was quiet on the way to the site. She sat on the 
bus with a sober look on her face. Life would be different for a while. She 
would have to stay ‘under the radar’ until her hearing. That meant no 
going out at night or partying. How she hated whére she was now, but 
hopefully this too would pass soon. She worked hard at digging and was 
a little withdrawn with the other students. 

Mr. Akil was looking at his case on Angie. In the meeting, he knew 
that Angie was not giving him the complete facts or truth. He was hired 
to defend her however. He knew that even guilty clients got off when he 
represented them. He needed more history on Angie. He had a contact 
number to a rehab center in Phoenix. There he contacted a Ms. Beverly ~ 
Smith, listed as one of Angie’s rehab counselors two years ago. 

Talking over the phone with Ms. Smith did not bring the information 
he wanted. Apparently, the clients’ files were sealed for confidentiality. 
She mentioned Angie’s parents as a contact number to call for more 
information. Mr. Akil called Angie’s home number. Neither one of her 
parents were at home. Mr. Akil then called the hospital in Phoenix, where 
Dr. Halstead was the leading surgeon in Pediatrics. His secretary said he 
was in surgery, but would return phone calls later that afternoon. 

Mr. Akil had promised Angie’s father that he would do all he could do 
to get her off the drug charge. Mr. Akil called the courthouse and found 
that Angie’s hearing had been postponed until next week. Not a lot of 
time, but enough time to get the information he needed. Angie had been 
evasive during the meeting yesterday. He needed to get the ball rolling. If 
Angie was telling him some half-truths, maybe he could take a plea deal 
at least. She could be sentenced up to five years in jail. Smuggling illegal 
drugs without a prescription carried a stiff penalty in their country. He 
was unaware that the captain also suspected Angie of theft and of striking 
Crystal in the tunnel. Mr. Akil didn’t care. He was hired to get her off 
the drug charge. 

Back at the hospital, Nakia came in at 3:00 p.m. to give Crystal 
another pain injection. She advised Crystal and Gloria that the spinal tap 
was scheduled first thing in the morning. Nakia took Crystal’s temperature 
and vitals again. Gloria had brought a tote bag to stay with Crystal tonight. 
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Ralph would go back to the hotel tonight and come back tomorrow 
morning. He was getting itchy to move around after sitting all day. Gloria 
suggested he go back to the hotel before dark and eat dinner. He gladly 
took the suggestion and said his goodbyes to Gloria and Crystal. Gloria 
didn’t expect to see him until after breakfast tomorrow morning. 

After he left the room, Crystal said, “Mom, when are you going to 
marry that guy?” 

“Well, I don’t want to rush it,” her mother answered. 

“I don’t think five years is rushing it,” Crystal replied. 

“Well, we are working on it,” Gloria stated. 

“T think he loves you obviously,” Crystal said. “He wouldn't be here 
if he didn’t.” 

“That’s not the issue. He has children,” Gloria replied. 

“Well, you have me. I’m your child,” Crystal said. 

“You are different; basically grown, going to college and more 
responsible,” Gloria stated. 

“That's the first time I’ve heard you say I’m basically grown,” Crystal 
said. 

“You know what I mean. His sons are still young in school,” Gloria 
said. 

“What are their ages?” asked Crystal. 

“Mark is 12 and Tim is 14,” replied Gloria. 

“Does their mother keep them now?” Crystal asked. 

“Yes, Ralph’s ex-wife has custody of both boys. One is in middle grades 
and the other about to enter high school I believe,” Gloria said. “I feel if 
we marry, the boys might move in with us.” 

“Would that be so bad?” Crystal asked. 

“For me it would be. My job takes me away from family life,” Gloria 
said. 

Crystal shrugged at her mother’s statement. She wanted to say that her 
mother’s job took her mother away from her sometimes. 

Within the hour, dinner was served. Gloria made sure Crystal ate 
solid food this time. She had ordered a healthy meal for her. Gloria helped 
Crystal with her plate as Crystal’s hands were really shaking. 

After dinner, Gloria brought her daughter a wet washcloth to wash her 
face. Crystal was not feeling well enough to bathe herself this evening, but 


220 


Shattered Dreams 


her mother helped her wash off some. Gloria had brought clean nightgowns 
from the hotel for Crystal. She also brought Crystal’s toiletries in order for 
her to brush her teeth and her hair. That was one good thing about going 
back to the hotel earlier this morning. 

Gloria asked the nurse if the doctor was coming in tonight. The nurse 
said he was not, however, the lab results weren't in yet either. The nurse 
brought Gloria a clean sheet, blanket and pillow for the night. Gloria made 
her bed on the sofa. Gloria decided to put on something more comfortable 
to sleep in. As she sat on the sofa, she called her workplace to see how it 
was going. 

Crystal got her next injection that night, along with a sedative. The 
night nurse took her temperature and vitals again. She said that Crystal 
could have nothing to eat or drink past midnight because of the spinal 
tap procedure in the morning. Crystal took a long sip of water with her 
medicine that night. She was satisfied and fell asleep shortly after getting 
her medicine. 
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The next morning... 

Crystal was to have her spinal tap. She could not eat or drink anything 
before her procedure due to anesthesia. Crystal awoke at 7:00 a.m. Her 
mother awoke and called the nurse to help Crystal. The antibiotics were 
running through Crystal. Gloria decided to wait and drink a cup of 
coffee while Crystal was out of the room. Gloria wasn’t hungry either and 
concerned about her daughter. 

Within the hour, a technician came in with a stretcher to roll Crystal 
downstairs. He helped to lift Crystal onto the gurney. The doctor used 
a local anesthesia to place the spinal tab. It took about 45 minutes for 
the entire procedure. During the procedure, Ralph went downstairs to 
eat breakfast in the cafeteria while Gloria waited in the room. She was 
drinking a cup of coffee the nurse had brought her and talking on her cell 
phone. Gloria was on the phone to her designer she worked with at home. 
Crystal was wheeled back upstairs. The technician helped to lift her back 
in bed. Crystal was drowsy and closed her eyes. Gloria got off the phone 
quickly once Crystal was brought back to the room. 

Crystal slept after the procedure. She had been sedated during the 
spinal tap. Ralph came back upstairs and was watching television. He was 
frustrated that only a few stations had English-speaking narrators. He 
turned the stations one by one on the remote control. 

Gloria had been on her cell phone most of the morning talking with 
the designers back in the United States. The only time she was off her 
phone was when the nutritionist called into the room that morning to 
inquire about her breakfast order. Crystal’s mother noticing that Crystal 
was waking up quickly ended her telephone call. 
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It took a minute for Crystal to fully wake up. The nurse came into the 
room and took Crystal’s temperature and vitals. Nakia also asked Crystal 
if she felt like eating something now. “Hungry, Ms. Johnston?” she asked. 

“Not really. Just thirsty,” Crystal replied. 

Crystal asked for a drink of water. “My mouth is so dry,” she said. 

Nakia poured her a cup of water from the pitcher and gave it to 
Crystal. Crystal took a long sip of water from a straw. 

Gloria looked at her daughter. Gloria asked Nakia if she had heard 
anything about the results of the blood tests and the spinal tap. 

“Not yet, ma'am, it’s too soon. My shift ends at 7:00 p.m. Maybe we 
will know something by then,” Nakia said. 

Her mother approached the bed. “Crystal, are you okay?” Gloria asked. 

“Yes, Mom, just so sleepy,” Crystal replied. 

“They gave you a sedation drug called ‘twilight’ during the procedure 
today. That is why you are sleepy,” Nakia said. “You can eat now.” 

“T haven't been hungry today,” Crystal said. “My stomach is upset.” 

“I will check with the doctor about something for nausea. You need 
to eat something before I give you a pain injection. You are down to 118. 
You've lost 5 pounds since being in the hospital last Saturday,” Nakia said. 

“No wonder you look like skin and bones. Is that normal?” Gloria 
asked. ; 

“It could be that she has been in the hospital,” Nakia replied. She left 
the hospital room. 

“Can I get you anything, Crystal?” her mother asked. 

“No, Mom, I’m okay,” Crystal replied. Crystal just wanted to go back 
to sleep. 

The professor called around noontime to say he had something pressing 
today. He seemed agitated about something. He inquired about Crystal. 
Gloria told him that Crystal was sleeping after the spinal tap earlier that 
morning. She was not eating and was really sick. 

The professor was concerned. He said he would call back tomorrow to 
see how Crystal was doing. Gloria thanked him and hung up the phone. 
Gloria wondered what was more pressing than her daughter’s health. Ralph 
went downstairs to eat lunch in the cafeteria. 

The nurse came in within a half-hour and gave Crystal something for 
nausea through her IV-drip. Crystal slept most of the day. She even slept 
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through lunch. Her mother was becoming more concerned. Ralph decided 
he had enough of the hospital and of hospital food. He wanted hotel food 
for dinner tonight in an air-conditioned restaurant. After lunchtime, he 
left the hospital to go back to the hotel. 

That afternoon, the room phone rang. Gloria picked it up. It was a 
feminine voice on the other end. 

“Crystal, do you feel like talking to Jean? She says she is your 
roommate,” Gloria said. 

“Oh yes, I want to talk to her,” Crystal said. 

Her mother held the phone for Crystal to listen on the receiver. 

“Hello,” Crystal said, weakly. 

“Crystal, you sound so weak. Are you okay?” Jean asked. 

“Yes, I had a spinal tap today,” Crystal replied. 

“Oh my, the professor said you were really sick. I didn’t know how 
sick. What do they think is the matter?” Jean asked. 

“The doctor is running tests. I keep hoping he will give the results 
soon,” Crystal said. 

“What are they looking for?” Jean asked. 

“Some sort of infection, the doctor said,” Crystal replied. 

“Do you think you will be up for company tomorrow afternoon?” 
Jean asked. 

“T think so, why?” Crystal asked. 

“I wanted to come visit you in the hospital. I won't stay long so you 
can get your rest. I just miss your company,” 

“I miss seeing you too. I will be glad to see you tomorrow, Jean,” 
replied Crystal. 

“Good, it will be later in the day after work,” Jean answered. 

“Okay,” Crystal said. Jean and she hung up the phone at the same 
time. Crystal motioned to her mother to take the receiver away from her 
ear. Crystal noticed the time now on the wall. It was late in the afternoon. 
She hadn’t realized that she had slept so long. 

Dinner would be served in another hour. Gloria was making sure 
Crystal ate something this evening. She ordered solid food for Crystal, 
as well as a protein supplement. Crystal did eat some of her dinner. After 
dinner, Gloria helped her daughter wash her face and wash off. She handed 


Crystal a fresh gown to put on. 
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Gloria was debating whether to change into something more 
comfortable to sleep into tonight, when the door opened. It was the doctor. 

“Well, good to see you again, Mrs. Johnston,” Dr. Mosi said. 

“Any news yet?” Gloria asked. 

“Yes, ma’am, there is good and bad news. The good news is that your 
daughter doesn’t have Multiple Sclerosis or Spinal Meningitis,” the doctor 
said. 

“Thank goodness,” Gloria said. 

The doctor took a deep breath. “But the blood tests showed a high 
level of C-reactive protein and C4d, a protein in the blood that indicates 
increased disease activity. The blood analysis showed anti-double stranded 
DNA antibodies and complement C3a — both of which are biomarkers for 
flares of the disease,” the doctor advised. 

“T don't know medical terminology, doctor. What does that all mean?” 
Gloria asked. 

“Your daughter has Systemic Lupus Erythematosus,” the doctor said. 

“What does that mean?” asked Gloria. 

“She has Lupus,” Dr. Mosi replied. 

“Oh my,” Gloria said, as her mouth dropped in astonishment. 

“Are you certain about that?” Gloria asked. 

“Yes, we are pretty certain of it,” replied the doctor. “I had them run 
a series of tests. That is why it took longer to get the results.” 

“Isn’t that a fatal disease?” Crystal asked. 

“Yes, it can be potentially, but over 90% of patients live longer today 
because of better medical treatment. You can live a normal productive life 
as people without Lupus as long as you take your medication,” the doctor 
said. 

- “How long are we talking about?” Crystal asked. 

“The rest of your life, young lady,” Dr. Mosi advised. “Unfortunately, 
there is no cure.” 

Tears started flowing in Crystal’s eyes. She couldn’t hold her emotions 
back. This was too much to hear and frankly, she didn’t want to hear it. 

“What kind of treatments?” Gloria asked. 

“We will start your daughter on immunosuppressants right away and 
give her steroids. Her temperature is still at a low-grade fever, but her 
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blood pressure is better. The IVs are helping. How is your headache?” the 
doctor asked. 

“Better,” Crystal replied, still weak. 

“Good, we will keep with the injections, just reduce to twice a day 
now,” the doctor said. “Are you still nauseated?” 

“A little, but better than earlier today,” replied Crystal. 

“Good, I see you finally ate something this evening. You must keep 
eating,” the doctor said. 

“That is what concerns me. She is looking so thin and losing weight 
rapidly,” replied Gloria. 

“The medications and IV will help her. She is getting nutrients and 
fluids that way,” replied Dr. Mosi. 

“What causes Lupus?” Gloria asked. 

“In your daughter’s case, she is probably genetically susceptible. There 
are environmental triggers also. The extreme hot sun and soil she was 
working in could have caused the flare-up. She also will have a rash or 
spots on her skin. We call it the butterfly rash on the face as it resembles a 
butterfly,” the doctor advised. 

“But we don’t have autoimmune in the family and besides that, she is 
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so young!” Gloria exclaimed. 

“It strikes mostly women at child-bearing age, 15 to 35 years old. Your 
daughter is in that age category, although at the beginning end,” the doctor 
advised. “Possibly either you or her father is a carrier of the disease.” 

“Why didn’t you discover all this the first time she was in the hospital?” 
Gloria asked. 

“Unfortunately, Mrs. Johnston, Lupus is “the great imitator” because 
it often mimics and mistaken for other diseases. We were concentrated on 
Crystal’s concussion and she did not exhibit all the signs and symptoms 
last Saturday,” the doctor advised. 

“Any more questions?” asked Dr. Mosi. 

Both Crystal and Gloria shook their head. The doctor then left the 
room. 

The evening nurse came into the room. It was not Nakia as her shift 
had already ended. It was Salama. She was also sweet. : 


“How are you feeling, Ms. Johnston?” Salama asked. 
“She just got bad news,” her mother said. 
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“I know, the doctor just told me,” Salama said. “I’m sorry, anything I 
can do for you?” 

“Do you know how long these treatments will last?” Crystal asked. 

“The doctor has scheduled a 5-day regimen for cyclophosphamide and 
corticosteroids to keep your symptoms under control,” Salama said. 

“You mean I will be here all that time?” asked Crystal. 

“Yes, ma'am. The doctor hopes the treatments will help you start 
feeling much better,” Salama said. Salama said that she would be bringing 
the medication soon and left the room then. 

At that moment, there was a knock on the door. Two policemen 
entered the room - the captain and the sergeant. “Mrs. Johnston, we just 
talked to the doctor. He told us about Crystal’s diagnosis. I’m so sorry,” 
Captain Zuberi said. 

“Captain, this is not a good time to question Crystal. She just found 
out she has Lupus. Can you come back another time, please?” Gloria asked. 

“Yes, ma'am, we just wanted to let you know we have made an arrest 
this week. The person has been released out on bond,” the captain said. 

“Really, for hitting me?” Crystal asked. 

“No, for smuggling illicit drugs across the border. We do believe it is 
the same person who stole your money and the others,” the captain replied. 

“What about my injury?” Crystal asked. 

“We feel the two are connected in some way. We are close to breaking 
the case. We have been interviewing students and searching rooms at the 
hotel,” the captain said. 

“May I ask who it is?” Crystal asked. 

“I can’t give that information out,” Captain Zuberi said. 

“You came here to tell us about an arrest, but you can’t tell us the name 
of the person?” asked Gloria. 

“Mrs. Johnston, you will know soon, but for now, it is better to keep 
the suspect’s name confidential until a hearing,” the captain said. 

“How do you know this is the person?” asked Gloria 

“Because the person had motive, opportunity and the most to lose if 
discovered,” the captain said. 

“How so?” Gloria asked. 

“Any leakage to the press about a drug problem would have been 
embarrassing for the family,” the captain replied. 
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“That explains the theft, but how does that connect to my injury?” 
Crystal asked. 

“Because I feel the person was trying to scare you to leave Cairo,” 
Captain Zuberi said. “I know you won't be going back to the site anytime 
soon, but I ask you to act if you will be. Just a little more time and we will 
have proof that the person hit you.” 

“You said that last time. My daughter did what you said before and 
stayed. When she went back to the site, she got sick again. What's wrong 
with you? Crystal can’t go back to the site. She is in the hospital and very 
ill,” Gloria said. 

“I don’t expect her to, ma’am,” the captain said. “I only ask that she 
tell other students she is returning to the site.” 

“What would be the purpose in that?” Gloria asked. 

“I feel the person will get careless soon. Obviously, the person is 
mentally unstable,” the captain said. 

“I couldn’t go back to the site now even if I wanted to. The professor 
said if I don’t return this week, I would probably lose credit in the course. 
I will be in the hospital for several days at least,” Crystal said. 

“Think about it, Ms. Johnston. I would love for you to get out of this 
hospital and know who hit you too,” the captain said. 

“I will and thank you for stopping by,” Crystal replied. 

The two policemen then left the room. 

Gloria looked at her daughter. “Crystal, you are not seriously thinking 
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about going back to the site now. There is no way! That is crazy!” exclaimed 
Gloria. 

“Mom, I didn’t say I would. I will just think about it,” Crystal said. 
She was becoming and sounding weaker. 

Just then, Salama entered the room with two big bags full of medicine 
for her IV-drip. She also had a smaller bag with her. 

“Ms. Johnston, you will be getting Benadryl with each treatment. It 
may make you a little sleepy,” the nurse said. 

“Why Benadryl?” Crystal asked. 

“Tt will relax you more and prevents reactions,” Salama said. 

“How long are the treatments?” Crystal asked. 
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“About 90 minutes to two hours,” replied the nurse. 
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Crystal excused herself while the nurse was setting up the treatments. 
Gloria helped Crystal out of bed to the restroom and back to the bed. 
Gloria saw how weak her daughter was becoming. 

Salama was ready to begin the IV-drip. “You can eat, drink, talk on 
the phone or watch television while getting treatments. You just won't be 
able to get up during this time,” Salama said. 

“Does it hurt?” asked Crystal. 

“No, ma’am. It will hook up to your IV-drip. You won't feel a thing. 
Some patients get drowsy with Benadryl so I just wanted to warn you 
beforehand,” the nurse said. 

“Thanks,” replied Crystal. 

The nurse started the IV-drip. Crystal was hoping this would help her 
feel better. So was her mother. So was the doctor. 

While the treatment was beginning, the phone rang. Gloria answered 
it. Crystal was getting the Benadryl first. It hadn’t taken effect just yet. 
Gloria stood there talking on the phone to a masculine voice. “Crystal, do 
you feel like talking to Dan?” asked her mother. 

“Oh, yes, for a minute, please,” replied Crystal. 

Gloria held the receiver to Crystal’s ear. “Hello,” Crystal said. She was 
not only weak, she was getting a little drowsy now. 

“Hello, Crystal, is that you?” asked Dan. 

“Yes, Dan, it is me,” answered Crystal. “Thank you for the flowers. 
They were very pretty.” 

“You are certainly welcome. I’m glad you enjoyed them. You sound 
different. Are you okay?” he asked. 

“Yes, I’m having a treatment right now,” she said. 

“Treatment? What kind of treatment?” asked Dan. 

“A treatment for...” Crystal didn’t finish the sentence. She couldn't 
take it. She started crying. 

Gloria took the phone receiver from Crystal’s ear. “I’m sorry, Dan. 
Crystal isn’t feeling well right now. Can you call back later or tomorrow 
possibly? Maybe by then she will feel better,” her mother said. 

“Sure, please tell Crystal I hope she feels better real soon,” Dan said. 

“T will. Thanks for calling,” Gloria replied. Both she and Dan hung 


up at the same time. 
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“He sounds nice,” Gloria said. This was the first time her mother 
approved of any boy or man she was talking to. 

“He is a good friend,” Crystal replied. “I can’t tell him I have Lupus.” 

“That is why I want to get you out of here as soon as you are able to 
leave. Once we get back to the States, I want a specialist to look at you. 
I’m not even sure you have Lupus,” Gloria said. 

Crystal started remembering her symptoms she had had the last few 
weeks. They started when she got to Cairo. 

“But Mom, you heard the doctor. The blood counts were pretty high. 
All those symptoms I’m having too,” Crystal replied. 

“I don’t care. I want a second opinion,” Gloria replied. 

“Mom, now is not the time. My dreams have already been shattered 
this summer. Since I’ve been here, someone has stolen my money, hit me 
over the head and wants to hurt me. Now I am in the hospital with a 
deadly disease before the age of twenty,” Crystal said. Jt was a nightmare, 
Crystal thought to herself. 

“It is probably your father’s genes anyway. I knew he couldn’t do 
anything right, even having a healthy child,” Gloria replied. 

Crystal went quiet then. She didn’t want to hear anymore. Gloria 
changed into her nightwear. The nurse brought Gloria another clean sheet 
for the night. After nearly two hours, the treatment finished. Salama came 
into the room and unplugged the treatment bags. She brought Crystal 
her regular medication and gave her a pain injection. Pretty soon, Crystal 
drifted off to sleep, while Gloria was busy talking on her cell phone to 
designers in the United States. 
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The following day... 

Crystal’s mother woke up before Crystal did that morning. Gloria 
wanted to help Crystal with breakfast as her hands still shook. Crystal 
was starting to get back her appetite somewhat. Her dietary menu was 
changed to foods she liked, mainly vegetables, meats and fruits. Gloria was 
brought a breakfast plate too. Gloria especially liked to drink coffee in the 
morning. A habit Crystal had too. Crystal got her treatment that morning 
after breakfast, as she would everyday the rest of that week. Crystal got her 
pain injections and regular medicine twice a day now. 

Dr. Mosi came in for his morning rounds after breakfast. He said 
Crystal seemed to be doing better. She was gaining a little of her strength 
back and her appetite was better. Gloria was worried about leaving Crystal 
to go back to the hotel, but the doctor assured her that Crystal was in the 
best possible place. There were doctors and nurses all around her in the 
hospital. All she had to do is call for help on her remote. Gloria decided 
she would wait until after lunchtime to go back to the hotel. She wanted 
to check up on Ralph. 

Ralph stayed at the hotel mostly. He did not come to the hospital 
today. He was not a hospital-type person. He didn’t care for hospitals 
except to eat in the cafeteria. As long as he had television with food in his 
belly, he was happy. The sun was too hot for him and he liked the cool 
indoors where it was air-conditioned. 

Making sure that Crystal ate a hearty lunch, Crystal’s mother went 
back to the hotel mid-afternoon. Gloria was tired and Crystal knew she 
was. She had been at the hospital caring for Crystal for a few days. Gloria 
needed a break from the hospital for a little while. She wanted to shower, 
change clothes and rest that afternoon as well. She would be back at the 
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hospital tomorrow morning. Gloria felt Crystal seemed to be over the 
critical part now, according to Dr. Mosi. She had the diagnosis and her 
symptoms were under better control now. 

Crystal was looking forward to seeing her roommate, Jean, this 
afternoon. She would have to tell her the truth about her newly developed 
illness. How she feared most telling Dan. Would he want her anymore or 
would she be desirable to anyone? 

Meanwhile, after her mother left, Crystal decided to make a phone call 
to her native hometown in England. She wanted the overseas operator to 
find a listing under her father’s name, Thomas E. Johnston. She knew he 
had moved somewhere near Southampton, but wasn’t certain of the home 
address or phone number. Crystal asked the operator to find the listing 
and call her back. The operator stated it would take a while, but she would 
call back once she located him. 

Within the hour, there was a knock at the door. It startled Crystal. A 
nervous Jean looked at all the machines in the room. 

“Wow, I never expected all this,” Jean said. 

“They are running tests and putting me on fluids to keep me hydrated,” 
Crystal said. 

“What is actually wrong with you?” Jean asked. 

“Well, Jean, it is more than just an infection,” Crystal said, with fear 
in her voice. 

“Really!” Jean exclaimed. 

“The doctor discovered I have Lupus. That is what has been going on,” 
Crystal replied. 

“I knew it had to be something, but I was hoping not that serious,” 
Jean said. 

“Oh, it’s serious alright. I have to have treatments for it,” Crystal 
replied. 

“What kind of treatments?” Jean asked. 

“I’m having infusions this week,” Crystal said. 

“How long?” Jean asked. 

“At least five days that I know about,” Crystal said. 

“Oh my, Crystal, I didn’t know. Dan said he called last night and you 
got upset, Jean said. 
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“T just found out and had my first treatment last night. I was too upset 
to talk with anyone,” Crystal answered. 

“Will you be returning to the excavation site?” Jean asked. 

“I don’t know, Jean. I need to talk with the doctor about that. He said 
something about environmental triggers,” Crystal said. 

“Environmental triggers?” Jean asked. . 

“Yes, like the soil and heat,” Crystal said. 

“That doesn’t sound too good,” Jean said. 

“None of this is too good,” Crystal stated. She wanted to change the 
subject. “What is going on at the hotel?” 

“Oh, just stuff. The professor is having a meeting this evening to 
discuss some plans. I’ve heard it has something to do with the expedition. 
I’m not looking forward to it. I don’t want to talk about that right now. I 
came to see how you are. How are you doing, Crystal?” Jean asked. 

“I'm doing better than the other day,” replied Crystal. 

“Good, you were in bad shape when you left the hotel,” Jean said. 

“Yes, plus something else,” replied Crystal. 

“What?” Jean asked. 

“T promised not to say anything just yet. I will tell you everything once 
I know more,” Crystal said. 

“Crystal, you aren’t in any kind of trouble are you?” Jean asked. 

“No, nothing like that. Why do you ask?” Crystal asked. 

“Because you and everyone else are being so secretive. The police have 
been in and out of the hotel asking questions and people being taken into 
the police station this past week,” Jean answered. 

“Really, you said they questioned some students,” Crystal replied. 

“Yes and they held Angie overnight. I just found out recently from 
someone else,” Jean said. 

“Who?” Crystal asked. 

“Dan, he knew before I did,” Jean said. 

“How did he find out?” asked Crystal. 

“He said the professor told him,” Jean answered. “Everything is hush- 
hush though,” Jean said. 

“Angie, really?” asked Crystal. 

“She has been quiet lately and staying in her room. I don’t even see her 
at dinnertime anymore,” Jean said. 
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“That is unusual. She is usually out late at night partying,” Crystal 
said. 

“I think something happened to her,” Jean answered. Crystal did not 
like thinking about Angie. She wanted to change the subject again. 

Is that cute guy still at the expedition?” Crystal asked. 

“Yes, but I don’t see him very much,” Jean said. “He is sporadic, 
appearing at times and at other times, disappearing.” 

Jean turned to Crystal. “Crystal, what was it like in the tunnel for so 
long. You never told me,” Jean said. 

“It was like being in a timeless capsule. Time had captured the 
paradoxes of an ancient civilization. I kept dreaming of old pharaohs 
and emperors in the Old Kingdom, ruling over 4,000 years ago,” Crystal 
replied. “One thing that kept me going was visions of my father. I saw him 
come to me and tell me there was a way out. In another vision, I saw his 
second wife also with a young girl. They were singing Christmas carols 
and having a good time. I then saw another girl a little older in the vision 
with them. She was giggling and smiling. As she turned her faced, the girl 
resembled me.” 

“Wow,” said Jean. 

“Tt helped keep me intact and mentally focused. If not for that, I think 
I would have lost it. Just the thought of it now, freaks me out,” replied 
Crystal. 

“Well, you are here now, safe and sound, thank goodness,” Jean said. 

Crystal and Jean talked a few minutes more. Suddenly, Jean looked up 
at the clock and saw the time. It was nearly 5:00 p.m. “I better be going 
now. We are having a group meeting in an hour in the lobby. I don’t know 
what it is about, but the professor said not to be late. He let us come back 
to the hotel a little early today.” 

“Really, that is kind of odd. Hopefully, it is not bad news. Thanks for 
stopping by. I really appreciate it. Tell everyone hello for me,” Crystal said. 

“T will. When will you be out of the hospital?” Jean asked. 

“Hopefully after my treatments,” Crystal said. 

“T hope you start feeling better real soon. You do look better. More 
color in your cheeks,” Jean stated. She gave Crystal a quick hug. 
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“Thank you for your help the other day. I already do feel better. I was 
just plain sick then. That is all there is to it,” Crystal stated. “Let me know 
what happens during the meeting tonight.” 

“T will. Take care and love you,” Jean said, as she waved goodbye. 

“Love you too,” Crystal said, as she waved goodbye. Crystal wondered 
what the professor had to say to the group that was so important. 

An hour later, Crystal had her dinner and finished most of it. Her 
appetite was improving. Almost immediately after dinner, a beautiful 
bouquet of flowers came in from the florist. They were purple and lavender 
daffodils and daylilies. Crystal looked at the card and it read, “Get well 
quickly - from the whole gang.” Crystal assumed it was from the other 
students. 

The doctor came back into Crystal’s hospital room that evening after 
dinnertime. “How are you feeling?” Dr. Mosi asked. 

“Much better than when I arrived,” Crystal stated. “When are you 
going to release me from the hospital? I’m anxious to go back to the site.” 

“Well, young lady, I was going to talk to you about that. Although 
your treatments are going well, I don’t think the excessive heat, soil and 
digging are for you. They are environmental triggers that cause these flare- 
ups of your illness,” Dr. Mosi said. He had a serious look on his face. 

“Well, I think my mother would agree with you on that one,” Crystal 
said. 

“I don’t recommend you go back to the expedition. The treatments 
keep your symptoms under control, but constant environmental conditions 
will trigger the Lupus. They may affect your organs too. That is the way 
the disease travels,” the doctor said. 

Crystal looked at the doctor, tearfully. “I got through nearly half the 
summer without even knowing about my condition,” Crystal said. 

“But you had symptoms and with frequency. If you had continued 
without treatments, you would have ended up in ICU before very long,” 
the doctor said. 

“But what about wearing gloves while digging so there is no direct 
contact with the soil?” asked Crystal. 

“There still are the natural elements: the extreme heat, the high 
temperatures in the climate and the dryness around,” Dr. Mosi replied. 

“How long will I have to do treatments?” Crystal asked. 
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“You will take treatments five days straight because of your weakness, 
but will take medication the rest of your life.” Dr. Mosi replied. 

“What kind of medication?” Crystal asked. 

“Steroids, unless you becomes intolerant to the medication,” the doctor 
replied. “I was hoping to have your mother here to explain it to her too.” 

“[m not a child anymore, Dr. Mosi. Will I ever get better?” asked 
Crystal, afraid to know the answer. 

“Yes, you are already doing better now. You can live a normal productive 
life with medication,” the doctor said. “Any more questions?” 

Crystal shook her head. The doctor left the hospital room then. This 
just confirmed Crystal’s worst fears. Dr. Mosi was actually a God-send to 
Crystal as he saved her life. 

After a few minutes, there was a knock on the door. In stepped Dan. 
He looked at Crystal with the tube in her arm, IVs and machines going. 

“Crystal, I saw Jean earlier. She said she visited you this afternoon,” 
Dan said. 

“Yes, she came by later this afternoon. She is really sweet. It is good to 
have her as a friend,” Crystal replied. “Thanks again for the flowers. They 
are blooming and beautiful.” Crystal pointed to a beautiful arrangement 
of pink roses on her table next to her hospital bed. Now, there were two 
floral arrangements sitting there. 

“I thought you would like them. Students got a collection at the hotel 
to send you some flowers. I was hoping you would get them by tonight,” 
Dan replied. 

“IT mean yours — the pink roses. I just got the other bouquet tonight 
after dinner.” Crystal replied. 

“Oh, they’re equally as beautiful as well. I ordered them after I visited 
last time,” Dan stated. 

Crystal changed the subject. “How is the site going?” Crystal asked. 

“We just had a meeting before dinner tonight. The professor said we 
will be changing partners next week sometime,” Dan replied. 

“Are you still at the Sphinx?” Crystal asked, more curious to know. 

“Yes, we will be there the rest of the summer,” Dan said. He looked 
serious when he glanced at Crystal. “Crystal, why didn’t you tell me you 
had a concussion?” 

“How did you learn of that?” Crystal asked. 
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“The professor told me in secret this afternoon before the meeting,” 
Dan replied. 

“I’m sorry, Dan. I couldn’t say anything as the police told me not to,” 
Crystal replied. 

“So you were injured in the tunnel then?” Dan asked. 

“Yes, I’m afraid so, but that is not why all these machines are here,” 
Crystal said. 

“I had wondered,” Dan replied. 

“Last night I was doing my first treatment when you called. I just 
found out that I have Lupus,” Crystal said. “I couldn’t face it at the time.” 

“That is what this is all about!” exclaimed Dan. “It makes perfect sense 
now. I remember the problems in your legs getting on the bus, but how 
do they know it is actually Lupus? Couldn’t it have been muscular strain 
instead?” 

“Because they did a comprehensive blood analysis and ruled out 
Multiple Sclerosis and Spinal Meningitis with a spinal tap,” replied Crystal. 
“All those symptoms can be linked to the Lupus. I was having flare-ups 
and didn’t even know it until now.” 

“I'm sorry, Crystal. Does anyone else in your family have Lupus?” he 
asked. 

“Not that I know of. The doctor said that one of my parents is a carrier 
though. I made a call today to England to check with my father. I’m 
waiting on his call now,” replied Crystal. 

“Don’t you keep in contact with your family?” he asked. 

“I haven’t seen my father in over three years. He usually sends me 
cards at Christmastime and on my birthday, but I haven’t had one in a 
few years, Crystal said. 

“That has got to be hard on you. I miss my father being gone all these 
years, Dan said. 

Crystal looked at Dan. For the first time, she could sense real sorrow 
in his voice. He looked emotional as he spoke of his father. It touched her 
heart. She hadn’t seen that side of Dan before. 

“Well, I don’t want to stay long. I know you need your rest,” Dan said. 
He took her hand in his. “I love you, Crystal. It doesn’t matter if you have 
Lupus or not. We have become good friends this summer, but I want to 
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get to know you better. Would you mind if I come visit you in Baltimore 
sometime?” 

“No, not at all. I would like that very much,” Crystal replied. “I 
thought you still had feelings for Angie.” 

“I know you did, but we are just good friends. Angie and I grew up 
together in the same town. I don’t have feelings for her that I do for you 
though. I love your sweetness and your purity,” Dan answered. 

Dan bent down and gave Crystal a kiss on the lips. He then let go of 
her hand. 

“Thanks for stopping by,” Crystal said. She hated to let go of his hand. 

“T will call you tomorrow to see how you are feeling,” Dan said. 

“All right, good night, Dan,” Crystal said. 

“Goodnight, Crystal,” Dan said, as he started to exit the room. 

Crystal looked at him as he left her hospital room. She actually didn’t 
know Dan felt that way toward her. It encouraged her. She wished she 
had heard that from him earlier in the summer. It might have helped her 
understand his friendship with Angie better. 
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Later that evening... 

Some of the students went across to /oe’s to relax and discuss the events 
of the day. After the meeting, they were celebrating working hard that 
summer and life itself. They were sitting at tables chatting and enjoying 
the evening. The new student, Ted, was sitting with a group of students 
directly across from the barstools. Two students entered the bar and sat 
on the barstools. One of the students ordered cold drinks while the other 
student put on music. Angie hadn’t drunk in a few days, but quickly got 
back in the hang of it this evening. While drinking her beer, she started 
to have a buzz already, but continued to drink. 

While enjoying a glass of beer, Karl got out a cigarette to smoke. 

“T didn’t know you smoked,” said Angie. 

“Sometimes, when I’ve worked hard,” Karl replied. 

“Sounds like we will continue to work hard,” Angie said. “You heard 
the professor say in the meeting that we will change digging partners next 
week. I wonder who will be our partners.” 

“Probably will be randomly picked,” Karl replied. 

“Is there any news on the home front?” asked Angie. 

~ “Like what?” asked Karl. 

“Oh, like with work, students and stuff,” Angie replied. 

“Not that I know of,” Karl replied. 

“IT noticed Miss Goldie Locks isn’t around anymore,” said Angie. 
“Good riddance.” 

“Goldie Locks?” asked Karl. He was puzzled by Angie’s response. 

“Miss perfection, Crystal,” Angie replied. 

“Last I heard she was in the hospital again,” Karl said. 

“With what? A headache?” asked Angie. 
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“I don’t know. The professor just said she was mighty sick this time,” 
Karl replied. 

“How could she be that sick?” asked Angie. 

“T can’t answer that. I’m just going by what the professor said,” Karl 
said. “Everybody has been wondering about her.” 

While clutching her glass of beer in one hand, Angie gulped her beer 
down. Angie continued to order more glasses of beer to drink, while Karl 
hadn’t finished his first one. Giggling to herself, she slurred her words after 
drinking several beers. She then looked at Karl and started laughing. She 
was no longer sober, but laughing in spirit of the occasion. 

“What’s so funny?” Karl asked. 

“Oh, nothing, just having fun,” Angie replied. She kept on grinning 
and laughing. 

“Something must be funny. You keep laughing,” Karl replied. 

“T did it,” Angie said, as she drank her beer. She said this in a low tone 
at first. 

“You did what?” Karl asked, setting down his glass of beer. 

“T did it and the dumb police don’t even know I did it,” Angie said. 

“What did you do?” asked Karl. 

“T struck the bitch over the head,” replied Angie, swaying back and 
forth. She was moving her arms as her body tilted right to left in the bar 
stool. Any moment, she looked like she was going to topple over into the 
floor. 

“Struck who over the head?” asked Karl. 

“Who do you think?” Angie asked. “Miss perfect...ion.” She was 
slurring her words more and more now. 

“Angie, you mean you struck her?” Karl asked. He was surprised of 
her answer. 

“T enjoyed it too. She was so perfect. Miss proper...” Angie said. 

“Angie, she has been in the hospital twice since then. You could have 
seriously wounded her or even killed her,” Karl said. 

“T didn’t think I hit her that hard. I just tapped her. My uncle showed 
me one time how he stunned people in the back of the head while in the 
army, Angie replied. : 
“Angie, that is assault. That is a crime,” Karl said. 

“So what?” Angie asked. “I can’t stand her.” 
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“Angie, we looked for that girl for an hour and all that time you knew 
where she was,” Karl said. 

“Yep, it took only a few minutes and I slipped back on the bus before 
anybody saw me,” Angie said, giggling louder. “I hid in the tunnel until 
the coast was clear. When I saw her walking past the tunnel, I called out 
her name. When she entered the tunnel and turned her back toward me, 
that is when I hit her.” She did a popping motion with her right hand. 

“Maybe you should give yourself up,” Karl said. 

“I don’t want to do that. I still have this drug charge hanging over 
me,” Angie replied. 

“Angie, you will be found out, sooner or later,” Karl said. Angie looked 
at Karl with a strange expression. 

“Speaking of that, you need to be careful whom you are spending time 
with,” Angie said. 

“What do you mean?” Karl asked. 

“You were seen a few weeks ago with Patrick. Phil saw you two hugging 
each other not far away,” Angie replied. 

“So?” Karl asked. 

“So, I grew up with you. I’ve known you all my life. I know you came 
out of the closet in high school, but your parents don’t know you are gay, 
do they?” Angie asked. 

“What are you implying?” Karl asked. 

“Tm not implying anything, but it would be unwise to cross me. My 
father could help you get a job in the medical profession later on. He knows 
everyone in Phoenix. I know you are applying to medical school next year. 
Who would trust a doctor that is gay, especially male patients?” Angie said. 

“Are you threatening me?” Karl asked. 

- “Pm just protecting your parents from finding out they have a gay 
son,” Angie replied. “A son they are proud of and will be a medical doctor 
someday. If they knew you were a fag, would they be so proud of you?” 

“You wouldn't dare. We have been friends forever,” Karl said. 

“I am protecting myself too. I know you are moving in with your 
partner, Patrick, next month,” Angie said. “If you tell on me, I will spill 
the beans on you and Patrick,” Angie said. 

Karl looked straight at the person sitting on the barstool next to 
him. He thought she was a friend and someone he trusted. They grew up 
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together from elementary school through college. They shared personal 
things and interests all through school. He looked through her now and 
saw her soul as nothing but pure evil. Karl looked at Angie without saying 
another word. He quickly finished his beer, paid the tap and left the bar. 
Angie was left at the barstool alone, grinning from ear to ear. 

Crystal was watching television that evening before bedtime. It was 
boring to her, as she was recalling the events of the day. It didn’t matter 
whether she stayed the whole summer or not. She needed to talk with the 
professor about withdrawing from the course. Suddenly, the phone rang. 
Crystal picked up the phone. It was the professor asking how she was 
feeling. Crystal was pleasantly surprised to hear his voice. 

“T'm feeling better. I had treatments yesterday and today,” Crystal 
replied. 

“Sorry, I didn’t get back with you earlier today. A lot going on right 
now, the professor said. 

“I know. Dan was here earlier tonight and told me,” Crystal said. 
“Have you ever gotten the lab analysis of the partial fragment found a few 
weeks ago at the Sphinx?” 

“Actually, that’s what I’ve been working on this week. I just got the 
report back yesterday morning. The lab found it inconclusive. I still think 
it may be a small piece of stone from the original Sphinx. We are trying to 
identify the exact age of the period,” the professor stated. 

Crystal changed the subject. “Professor, what will happen to my credit 
and money in this course?” 

“What do you mean, Crystal?” asked the professor. 

“If I have to withdraw from the course, can I still get a refund back?” 
asked Crystal. 

“T asked the university that this week. You actually have two options. 
You can withdraw from the course and receive a partial refund payment. 
They know you have been hospitalized and are back in the hospital now. A 
second option is to take an incomplete and finish the course next semester,” 
the professor advised. 

“How long would I have to complete the course?” asked Crystal. 

“You would have to complete the remaining weeks at this point. You 
got through about half of the course,” the professor advised. 

“Would the expedition be here in Egypt again?” Crystal asked. 
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“Yes, probably, only with another professor,” the professor replied. 

Crystal knew in her heart what she had to do. She hated it, but there 
was no other recourse after talking with the doctor earlier this evening. 
“Professor, how much will I get back on the refund?” Crystal asked. 

“I don’t know. It probably won't be even half. Are you sure you want 
to withdraw from the course?” he asked. 

“Professor, there has been a new development. Did Dan or Jean tell 
you tonight?” Crystal asked. 

“No, I haven’t spoken with either one of them tonight,” Professor 
Smith said. “After the meeting this evening, I spoke to no one. I’ve barely 
had time to catch up on things here. Just been very busy lately.” 

“Well, ’'m sorry about that, but I must withdraw from the course,” 
Crystal replied. 

“Okay, I will bring the paperwork by the hospital tomorrow and fax 
it back to the university,” he replied. 

“Okay, that will be fine,” Crystal answered. 

Crystal and the professor then hung up. Crystal felt sorry for him. He 
was really a nice person. She said nothing to the professor about her recent 
diagnosis. She would do that tomorrow when he visited her. 

Just then, the telephone rang again. Who would be calling this late in 
the evening? Crystal answered the phone on the third ring. Holding onto 
the receiver, she heard her father’s voice on the other end. 

“Crystal,” her father said. 

“Hello, father,” Crystal said. 

“Yes, Crystal, is that you?” her father asked. “Where are you calling 
from? The operator said Egypt, but I didn’t catch the city.” 

“I’m calling from the hospital in Cairo,” Crystal replied. 

“Why Cairo, so far away?” he asked. 

“[’ve been on an expedition this summer,” Crystal said. “Thanks for 
calling me back tonight.” 

“You are welcome. Were you injured?” he asked. 

“Yes, but that is not why I’m in the hospital now,” Crystal said. 

“You said you were injured?” he asked. 

“Yes, during my first stay in the hospital I had a concussion. I was hit 
over the head,” Crystal said. 

“By whom or what?” her father asked. 
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“I don’t know. The police think it was done on purpose. They haven't 
found the person yet,” Crystal said. 

“Crystal, you be careful. You are in a foreign country where you don’t 
know the native language. Anything can happen,” her father replied. 

“T will, Dad. I wanted to ask you something. Has anyone on your side 
ever had Lupus?” Crystal asked. 

“I don’t know about Lupus, but my father had blood issues for many 
years. Before he died, I found out he had autoimmune issues, which 
affected his kidneys and other organs,” he stated. “He started having 
weakness in mobility and hospitalized before he died.” 

“Could it have been Lupus?” Crystal asked. 

“He had a lot of symptoms over time. My father had some Caribbean 
descent, which autoimmune issues are known to affect those individuals,” 
her father stated. 

“Did he ever have a rash, especially on his face and arms?” Crystal 
asked. 

“Uhm... you know, come to think of it, I think he did around his 
face sometimes,” her father said. “He had small blister-like patches on his 
cheeks.” 

Crystal’s heart sunk. That was exactly what she had had on her arms 
and face. “Dad, I hate to inform you that I have Lupus,” replied Crystal. 

“Lupus really, how did you find that out?” he asked. 

“My second stay in the hospital. I’m having treatments this week,” she 
said. “You need to have Evelyn checked out for this. Mine just appeared 
this summer, but maybe Evelyn can be tested for the gene early. The doctor 
said Lupus is genetically based and the environmental factors triggered it 
this summer.” 

“T’m sorry, Crystal. I didn’t get it though. My immune system is fine,” 
he replied. 

“The doctor said one of my parents is a carrier,” Crystal replied. “I don’t 
know any of Mom’s family that had Lupus.” 

“No, her side of the family were healthy as a horse, except her mother 
did die of breast cancer several years ago,” he replied. “Cancer does seem 
to run in her family.” ‘ 

“I know. I still miss my grandmother today. Speaking of missing, why 
haven’t you called or seen me lately?” Crystal asked. 
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“The times I did call a few years back, your mother told me not to call 
you again,” her father said. 

“You are kidding. What about writing me a letter?” Crystal asked. 

“I wrote you several letters during the last few years. You never 
responded to them,” he replied. 

“T never got them. Did you sent them to Baltimore?” she asked. 

“Yes, the same address as always,” he said. 

“That's odd. I wonder why I never got them?” she asked. 

“T don’t know, but I asked you to contact me to meet one day. I waited 
to hear back from you, but never did,” he said. “I just assumed you weren’t 
interested in seeing me.” 

“Well, sorry, Dad, I want to come visit you and your family. I’ve never 
met your wife or my half-sister,” Crystal said. 

“Oh, Crystal, she is beautiful. She is twelve years old now. Looks like 
a younger version of you, except her hair is a little darker than yours,” he 
answered. 

“Can you send me her picture?” Crystal asked. 

“Sure, what is your email address?” he asked. 

Crystal gave him her email address. She knew her mother never used 
her laptop and wouldn't get into her email. Within a few minutes of talking 
with her father, Crystal looked at her laptop. There, was an attachment 
with her half-sister, step-mother and her father. They all looked happy and 
lovely. Her father was right. Her half-sister favored her growing up, except 
her hair was darker blonde. 

Crystal sent her father a recent picture of her at the Sphinx as she was 
taking pictures that day with other students. “You are very lovely, Crystal, 
like your mother,” he replied. 

“Thanks, I enjoyed the expedition before I got hurt and then got sick,” 
Crystal replied. 

“T just have a lot of news I want to share with you. I’m thinking about 
going into counseling instead of Archeology. I want to become a counselor 
when I graduate from college.” 

“That sounds good. My wife does some counseling too,” her father 
said. 

“Really! What kind of counseling?” Crystal asked. 

“Family counseling and planning,” he replied. 
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“That is what I want to do,” Crystal replied. 

“That would be a good career for you. You always wanted to give advice 
when you were a little girl,” her father said. 

“Maybe I can talk to your wife about it sometime,” Crystal said. 

“She would love it,” he replied. “Well, sweetheart, this is very expensive. 
Please stay in touch and get well soon.” 

“Thanks. I will and Dad?” Crystal asked. 

“Yes?” he asked. 

“Would it be okay to visit you this Christmastime?” she asked. 

“Yes, of course, we would love to have you. Come before then if you 
want,” he said. “You are always welcomed, you know that.” 

“T know it now, but I didn’t know it for certain before. I have extra time 
off for the holidays. Two weeks to vacation,” Crystal replied. 

“Very good, cheerio and I love you, Crystal,” her father said. 

“I love you too, Dad. Good talking to you,” she said. 

“Same here,” he replied. 

Both Crystal and her father hung up. Crystal started to cry softly, not 
for sadness, but for happiness. The conversation with her father tonight 
went better than she had thought it would. She now knew her father loved 
her and it wasn’t intentional that he didn’t stay in touch with her over the 
years. Crystal knew she would have to talk with her mother. It would not 
be pleasant, but she felt she had to tell her mother the truth. Why did her 
mother keep her father from talking to her? Better yet, why did her mother 
not give Crystal her father’s letters? 

At bedtime, the night nurse gave Crystal her regular medicine and 
pain injection, as she did every night. Crystal slept peacefully that night as 
years of fears and regrets went out the window. She felt she was finally free 
of those demons in her head. She would tackle her mother in the morning. 


246 


> als ¢ 


Phapter Crrenty-SBix 


2 
The following morning... 

Crystal continued to do well with her treatments and feeling even 
better with each passing day. Dr. Mosi had done blood work on her 
organs earlier that week as Lupus could travel to any organ of the body, 
with a wide range of symptoms. He informed Crystal that her blood work 
looked okay as far as her organs, but to see a specialist right away. More 
importantly, Crystal needed to be referred to a rheumatologist once she 
got back home. 

Gloria went by the Carlton Hotel first thing this morning to pick 
up a few extra nightgowns for Crystal. As she did that, she saw the other 
suitcases and decided to pack them up as well. She also watered her flowers 
on the windowsill. They were still pretty, but a little on the dry side. Jean 
had kept the room neat and tidy. The maid had made up Crystal’s bed the 
next morning after she was hospitalized. It looked fresh and untouched. 

Gloria made the decision to go ahead and check Crystal out of the 
hotel that morning. She was adamant that Crystal would not be going back 
to the expedition site again. She would be good to her word. She called the 
front desk to inquire about a van to carry them over to the New Extady 
Hotel. She remembered the vase of flowers this time, loading them up in 
the luggage cart, along with the luggage. 

Gloria hadn’t arrived yet at the hospital when the professor visited after 
breakfast. Crystal was getting her treatment this morning through the IV- 
drip. The professor brought the paperwork withdrawing Crystal from the 
class and to refund any money due her. 

“Hello, professor, thanks for coming by,” Crystal said. 

“I wish you would reconsider, Crystal. I know you may not be able to 
finish this semester, but maybe next semester,” he replied. 
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“Well, I...” Crystal said. She was interrupted when the door opened. 

Just then, Dr. Mosi came into the room. He said he was finishing 
morning rounds. “Professor, good to see you again,” he said, as he shook 
the professor’s hand. 

“The patient is responding well to the treatments. Her antibodies are 
adjusting well and she is feeling better she says,” the doctor said. “Her 
organs are looking good too. I am pleased.” 

“Organs? Are you talking about her concussion or the infection?” 
asked the professor. 

“No, sir, 1am talking about her autoimmune,” the doctor replied. “She 
was not doing so well when you brought her in on Tuesday. Now look at 
her. She has more color in her cheeks, her fever and blood pressure are both 
down,” Dr. Mosi said. 

“T’m sorry, sir. 1 was unaware of an autoimmune problem,” the professor 
said. 

“Crystal didn’t tell you she has Lupus?” the doctor said. 

“Lupus? Is that what all these tests have been about?” asked Professor 
Smith. Crystal wanted to hide under the covers just then. She didn’t say 
a word. 

“Yes, weren't you aware?” asked Dr. Mosi. 

“No, I wasn’t.” the professor said. 

“I see, you didn’t tell your professor what we talked about the other 
day,” Dr. Mosi said. He looked at Crystal then. 

“No, I haven't,” Crystal replied. 

“Why not?” asked the doctor. 

“T was going to tell him today. I haven't seen him for a couple of days,” 
Crystal said. 

“So you have Lupus? Those were all those symptoms you were having?” 
asked Professor Smith. 

“Yes, except the headache. That was probably from the concussion,” 
the doctor said. 

“What about her passing out?” asked the professor. 

“T think Crystal was already experiencing a flare-up and didn’t realize 
it. The stress of the disease and the injury to her head added to her fainting,” 
the doctor stated. 
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“Tm sorry, I should have known, but I thought it was an infection of 
some sort, the professor said. 

“I suspected something secondary, but didn’t know until all the tests 
came back Wednesday evening,” Dr. Mosi said. “Unfortunately, the Lupus 
has symptoms which don’t agree with her,” the doctor said. 

“Symptoms?” the professor asked. 

“Like the fevers, the rashes and the fatigue especially. Also, it can 
extend to the organs too,’ the doctor advised. “We are monitoring those 
as well. All the environmental conditions trigger her flare-ups,” the doctor 
stated. 

“How long has she been having symptoms?” Professor Smith asked. 

“From what she told me, ever since she came to Cairo. She said she 
had muscular spasms in her legs, tingling and numbness in her hands too,” 
the doctor replied. 

“I wasn't aware. She never told me. Can she not take protective 
measures as she works outside?” the professor asked. 

“I recommend she not return to the site. Even if she wore super strength 
sunscreen and gloves, there are still risks for her flare-ups that could occur. 
The extreme heat, the soil and the hot climate are triggers for her,” the 
doctor advised. 

“Uhm, okay, I understand. I wish I knew before now,” the professor 
said. 

“IT wish so too. I didn’t know for sure until a couple of days ago,” 
Crystal stated. 

“If I had known about the autoimmune condition, I would have 
brought her a medical form,” the professor said. “Can you write out a 
medical release form for her on both hospitalizations, Dr. Mosi?” 

“Sure, no problem. Just see my nurse today to get a copy,” he replied. 

Just then, Gloria entered the hospital room with a small suitcase of 
Crystal’s nightgowns. She saw Dr. Mosi and the professor standing next 
to Crystal’s hospital bed. 

“Doctor, can I talk to you a minute out in the hallway?” asked Gloria. 

“Sure, no problem,” he replied. He excused himself. Both Gloria and 
the doctor went outside in the hallway to talk. 

This was Crystal’s chance to say something to the professor in private. 
“Professor, I was wondering,” Crystal said. 
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“Yes,” the professor said. 

“Since I’m not going back to the site, can we could see each other once 
we are back in Baltimore?” Crystal said. 

“Crystal, your mother is very beautiful, but doesn’t she already have a 
boyfriend?” asked the professor. 

“T’m not talking about my mother. I’m talking about me,” Crystal said. 

The professor looked at Crystal with a smile. “I appreciate it and it 
makes me proud you think of me, but I’m at least fifteen years older than 
you. You are a child of tender years to me,” the professor replied. “Plus the 
university will not allow me to date students.” 

“But I plan to go to a different department of study next semester,” 
Crystal replied. 

“It doesn’t matter. Professors can not date students at the university,” 
the professor stated. 

Crystal looked at the professor. It was a losing battle at this point. She 
felt like a stupid little girl who had a school-age crush on her teacher. 

“Well, I will get the right form and bring it by tomorrow. Are you 
going to be here?” the professor asked. 

“Yes, I know for at least the weekend. I have two more days of 
treatments,” Crystal said. 

“When are your treatments?” asked the professor. 

“Usually right after breakfast. I just started one when you came in this 
morning. That is why all these IVs,” Crystal replied. 

“Now all these IVs and treatments are making sense. Why didn’t you 
tell me, Crystal?” the professor asked. 

“I was embarrassed. I couldn't accept it myself at first,” Crystal 
answered. 

Gloria came back into the room five minutes later. She was smiling so 
she obviously heard some good news. She noticed the paperwork in the 
professor’s hand. She asked if she could read it over. 

Gloria looked over the paperwork. “This says nothing about a total 
refund. Crystal was injured taking this course. She didn’t cause it,” Gloria 
stated. 

“Yes ma’am, this is the wrong form. I will bring the right medical form 
in tomorrow,” replied the professor. “She will get part of her money back.” 


250 


Shattered Dreams 


“Part!” exclaimed Gloria. “You forget, professor, that she was hit over 
the head and hospitalized after that.” 

“I'm aware of that,” the professor said. 

“Well, why wouldn’t the university reimburse her total credit, especially 
now?” asked Gloria. 

“Especially now?” Professor Smith asked. 

“Now that she is hospitalized and very ill,” Gloria answered. 

“T’m sorry for Crystal’s injury, Ms. Halstead, but I can only tell you 
what the university stated,” the professor said. 

“So that is what the university does to students that get injured and 
sick? Now Crystal has Lupus in this God-forsaken place,” Gloria said. 

The professor didn’t want to get into another verbal confrontation with 
Crystal’s mother. He changed the subject. “Does anybody in your family 
have Lupus?” the professor asked. 

Crystal looked at her mother at that moment. 

“No, not that I am aware of,” Gloria stated. 

Crystal wanted to cut in and say something. However, she would have 
to reveal to her mother that she talked to her father last night. She held 
her tongue. 

“Well, Pll get you the medical form to sign. We also need to get the 
medical release form from Dr. Mosi on your injury and illness. It may help 
you get more money back,” the professor said. “I’m sorry you aren’t coming 
back to the expedition.” 

“Me too,” Crystal replied. 

“You did get awfully ill the other day at the site,” the professor replied. 

“Because I didn’t have medication or treatments yet,” Crystal stated. 

“Still, Dr. Mosi seems to think it isn’t for you,” Professor Smith stated. 
“Very well, I will probably see you the same time tomorrow morning. Glad 
that you are feeling better,” the professor said. 

Crystal nodded as the professor exited the hospital room. She looked 
at her mother still smiling. “Okay, what made you so happy with what Dr. 
Mosi had to say?” Crystal asked. 

“Well, he seems to think you are doing well with treatments. He said 
he would release you either Sunday evening or Monday morning after all 
your treatments,” Gloria replied. “He wants to see you for a follow-up in 


two weeks.” 
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“Great,” Crystal replied. She could tell there was something else. 

“Tt wasn’t the doctor. It was this diamond ring,” Gloria said. She held 
up a solitaire diamond ring. It must have been at least a 2-carat on her 
third finger on her left hand. 

“Well, did the doctor give you that?” Crystal said, sort of giggling. 

“No, silly, Ralph did last night. He proposed to me,” Gloria said. 

“He did!” exclaimed Crystal. “What did you say?” 

“T told him if he could wait until I designed my own wedding gown, 
I would say yes,” Gloria replied. 

“All right, Mom, way to go!” exclaimed Crystal. She was excited for 
her mother. “How long did you give him?” 

“At least six months. Maybe until spring,” Gloria replied. 

“Mom, that man loves you. I told you he did,” replied Crystal. 

“He said he missed me while I was taking care of you in the hospital. 
He saw the mother in me then,” Gloria said. 

“See, what about his two boys?” Crystal asked. “Is he going to get 
custody of his children?” 

“He has only partial custody with them. That won't change he says,” 
Gloria stated. 

“Will they come live with you and Ralph after you are married?” 
Crystal asked. . 

“No, only visit during summer breaks, holidays and maybe every other 
weekend. We are still discussing that last one,” Gloria replied. 

“That is good,” Crystal replied. “There isn’t room for all of us though.” 

“We may have to turn the little den into a spare bedroom for the boys 
when they visit. I will worry about that a little later on,” Gloria said. “I 
have secured a fashion designing job for the annual fashion show here in 
two weeks.” 

“Wow! When did you find out about that one?” Crystal asked. 

“Yesterday, when I was on the phone with the designers,” Gloria stated. 
“I'm working here the rest of the month. Your wish to stay in Egypt has 
come true. The doctor said you would be alright as long as you weren't 
outdoors all the time.” 

“That is what you wanted to ask the doctor?” asked Crystal. 

Gloria nodded, smiling now from ear to ear. 
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Crystal was happy for her mother. Things were flowing very smoothly 
for her right now. She hesitated to tell her mother about her father, but this 
was an ideal time when she was in a good mood. 

“Mom, there is something I need to tell you,” Crystal stated. 

“What is it sweetie?” her mother asked. 

“T talked to Dad last night,” Crystal said. 

“What? Why would you do that?” Gloria asked. 

“Because I wanted to find out if anybody had Lupus on his side,” 
Crystal replied. 

“What did he say?” Gloria asked. 

“He said his father had autoimmune issues,” Crystal said. 

“T told you it was probably his side. My family has no major health 
issues, except my mother and one uncle with kidney stones,” Gloria stated. 

“Mom, after all, he is my father, like him or not,” Crystal said. 

“Why did you have to call him anyway? You shouldn’t have done 
that,” Gloria said. 

“Mom, why didn’t you tell me he called? Why did you not show me 
his letters he mailed?” asked Crystal. 

“You are better off not hearing from that man,” Gloria said. 

“Why? Because you hate him so much. You never got over the divorce. 
Did you Mom?” Crystal asked. 

Gloria was quiet then. She didn’t want to discuss it. 

“Mom, he is my father. All these years I thought he didn’t love me. 
Only to find out you kept his letters and phone calls from me,” Crystal 
stated. 

“You are like your father, always wanting to explore things. Well, he 
explored things. They got younger too, not older,” Gloria stated. 

“Maybe it is all your negativism. You are always saying negative things 
to others. No wonder Dad turned his attention on other women,” Crystal 
said. 

This made Crystal snap. “Oh yea and what would you know about 
that?” Gloria asked, abruptly. 

“You are always saying mean things to others, like the professor and 
the doctor. I happen to think they are both wonderful. Dr. Mosi saved 
my life,” Crystal said. 
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“I am grateful for that and what the professor said about taking the 
doctor’s advice,” Gloria said. “I just wished you had talked to me first 
before calling your father yesterday.” 

“He called me back last night actually,” Crystal replied. 

“After you called him first. He could only get that information from 
you, not from me,” Gloria stated. 

“I’m sorry, Mom. I love Dad too as I love you,” Crystal replied. “I want 
to go see him at Christmastime.” She realized this made her mother mad, 
but she was still glad she had talked to her father last night. 

Gloria had a discouraged look on her face. She didn’t talk to Crystal 
for most of the afternoon. After lunchtime, she said she was going back to 
the hotel as long as Crystal didn’t need her anymore. Gloria then left the 
hospital, leaving Crystal by herself. 
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The following morning... 

The professor delivered the medical form for Crystal to sign. Gloria 
hadn’t shown up at the hospital yet. Crystal had eaten breakfast and 
was having another IV treatment.“Where is your mother this morning?” 
Professor Smith asked. 

“She hasn't shown up yet. She got mad at me yesterday. We had a 
disagreement about something,” Crystal replied. 

“About not going back to the site?” the professor asked. 

“No, about something else,” replied Crystal. “I called my Dad a couple 
of days ago. I haven’t seen or heard from him since I was a senior in high 
school,” Crystal said. 

“So? Why should that make your mother unhappy?” the professor 
asked. 

“Because she dislikes my father - stresses of the divorce. She was 
preventing me from getting his calls and letters over the last few years. 
I thought he stopped loving me or didn’t want me, only to find out my 
mother was doing it all this time,” Crystal said. 

“Maybe she had a reason to,” he said. 

“T don’t know. I just think she is awfully selfish. She cares about herself 
and her feelings more than mine,” replied Crystal. 

“Did you make her that mad?” the professor asked. 

“She looked pretty mad at me,” Crystal said. 

“Maybe not. I better be going and get this form faxed today,” he said. 

“When will I hear back from the university?” she asked. 

“Probably not until the end of the semester,” he replied. 

“Okay, I will be here for two more weeks,” replied Crystal. 

“In the hospital?” he asked. 
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“No, I hope to get out tomorrow night or by Monday morning,” 
Crystal said. “I mean in Cairo. My mother has a fashion show here in 
two weeks.” 

“Really, that is great. Maybe some of the girls would enjoy that too,” 
the professor said. 

“I can see if Jean and some other girls want to go. I wish I could return 
to the expedition site on Monday,” Crystal said. 

“We have been through that one before. Dr. Mosi said no way,” the 
professor stated. 

“I know, but I meant to visit,” Crystal replied. 

“You can always come and visit, Crystal. Just no digging this time,” 
he said. 

“That sounds nice,” Crystal replied. 

“Okay, tell your mother hello for me. Are you going to be at the same 
hotel as your mother?” asked the professor. 

“Yes, my mother likes it. It is closer to downtown than the one I’m 
staying at,” Crystal replied. “I will have to check out of there when I check 
out of the hospital.” 

“Actually, you are already checked out. I think your mother did it the 
other day she was there. Your luggage has already been transferred to the 
other hotel,” he said. 

“Wow, she never told me. Thanks for telling me,” Crystal replied. 

“Okay, I will check up on you this coming week and update you on 
paperwork if I hear something back,” he said. 

“Okay, thanks, professor. Please tell the gang hello for me and thanks 
again for the flowers,” Crystal said. 

Just then, Gloria walked into the hospital room. She glanced at the 
professor as he was leaving. 

“Hello there, I was just ready to leave,” he said. 

“Sorry, I got a late start of it this morning, Is that the medical form 
you talked about yesterday?” Gloria asked. 

“Yes,” he replied. The professor showed her the form. It stated due to 
medical condition(s), the student would be withdrawing from the course 
this semester and to reimburse tuition costs. : 

“Yes, Crystal has already signed it. I am faxing it to the university 
today. They will get it on Monday morning,” he replied. 
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“Can Crystal retrieve the money for the four weeks she was enrolled 
in the course?” her mother asked. 

“T doubt it, but we are going to try. I picked up a medical illness release 
form signed by Dr. Mosi yesterday. That should help Crystal too. I already 
explained to the university of Crystal’s two Pespiea agHions this summer 
semester, he replied. 

“Thank you, professor. I appreciate all you do to help Crystal,” Gloria 
stated. Crystal couldn't believe how nice her mother was to the professor 
this morning. Maybe there was hope for her after all. 

After the professor left the room, Gloria looked at Crystal with a smile 
on her face. “I’m sorry, Crystal. I was wrong yesterday for getting upset. I 
didn’t realize how much you loved and missed your father. I shouldn’t have 
kept you from seeing your Dad. Please forgive me, Crystal,” Gloria said. 

Crystal looked at her mother tearfully and hugged her. “I love you, 
Mom. I’m sorry for not talking to you first about it. Please forgive me 
too,” she said. 

Meanwhile, the attorney had called Angie that weekend to let her 
know he was working on her case. After speaking to the rehab counselor 
last week, he was able to get back in touch with her father. Dr. Halstead 
said he wanted to get Angie off the drug charge and money was no object. 
Mr. Akil debated whether the police would have enough evidence on 
Angie. He needed to talk to Karl next. How he presented Angie’s case 
would be determined by his interview with Karl. 

Karl did not know why the attorney had called him into his office on 
Saturday. Surely there were better things to do this morning? Karl had 
taken a taxi to Mr. Akil’s office. Karl was led to his office by the secretary. 
She showed Karl to a smaller leather chair across from a large polished 
wooden desk and huge leather chair. She offered Karl something to drink — 
coffee, tea or water. Karl declined, but looked around the office. Very 
elegant in appearance, law degrees were hanging from Cairo University 
on the wall. Obviously, this was a prestigious law firm. 

Mr. Akil stepped in the office with a three-piece black silk suit on. 
The attorney not only looked elegant, he looked very well-educated and 
was very articulate. 

“Mr. Benson, I presume,” Mr. Akil said. 

“Yes sir,” Karl replied. 
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“Thanks for coming in on Saturday. I appreciate you taking the time,” 
Mr. Akil said. 

“No problem,” Karl replied. 

“I am presenting Angie Halstead. Do you knowa Ms. Angie Halstead?” 
he asked. 

“Yes, very well in fact,” Karl replied. 

“I understand you grew up together from the same town,’ the attorney 
said. 

“Yes, we are both from Phoenix. We went to school together and 
around the same age, Karl replied. 

“Can you tell me if Ms. Halstead ever talked about her personal life 
with you?” he asked. 

“Many times. We were good friends at one time. We would hang out 
after school or meet with friends, especially at football games,” Karl said. 

“You said at one time. Did something change that? Is she not a friend 
now?” the attorney asked. 

Karl cleared his throat. “Well, over the years, Angie and I kind of 
departed ways a little. She had her own interests and I had mine,” Karl 
replied. 

“I see. Did you ever go to any social functions or events with Ms. 
Halstead?” he asked. 

“Yes, we went to parties and socials together in high school particularly,” 
Karl said. 

Mr. Akil saw this wasn’t moving in the direction he wanted. He 
thought best to change in a different direction. 

“Mr. Benson, the reason I called you in here today is that Ms. Halstead 
gave me information concerning pills she obtained,” the attorney stated. 

Karl sat there motionless, not uttering a word. Mr. Akil continued on 
talking. “Ms. Halstead said that she received Methadone pills from you to 
keep for her. She said she stored them for you because you didn’t have a safe 
place to store them. Can you verify that, Mr. Benson?” the attorney asked. 

“T don’t even know what you are talking about,” uttered Karl. 

“You didn’t give Ms. Halstead any pills to store at anytime?” he asked. 

“No sir, the police asked me that too,” Karl said. . 

“What did you tell them?” he asked. 
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“That I didn’t even know what Methadone was,” Karl replied. “Do I 
need to get an attorney?” 

The attorney cleared his throat loudly. “No, but you might of needed 
one if you had answered yes to one of those questions. Methadone is illegal 
in this country if used without a prescription. Possession of it carries a stiff 
penalty here of up to five years in prison. In addition, you could have been 
prevented from entering the country again. Methadone is used for Opioid 
withdrawal or for maintenance of the drug. Doctors and hospitals use it 
in patients with pain issues,” the attorney advised. 

“I didn’t know, sir,” Karl replied. 

“It’s all right. Were you aware if Ms. Halstead ever used any substances 
or drugs?” the attorney asked. 

“No sir,” Karl replied. “She would have a few drinks usually, but 
nothing like that,” Karl said. 

“Did she ever mention or talk about using drugs?” he asked. 

“No sir,” Karl replied. 

The attorney looked sort of frustrated. Surely, he couldn’t use Karl as 
a defense witness now. 

“Okay, I believe that is all. Thank you, Mr. Benson,” the attorney said. 

“Is Angie in trouble?” Karl asked. 

“I can’t discuss the case with you,” the attorney said. 

“The police keep asking questions too,” Karl replied. 

“I’m sorry, Mr. Benson. That is sensitive client information,” the 
attorney said. 

“I understand,” Karl replied. 

Mr. Akil escorted Karl to the door of his office. He shook Karl’s hand 
as he started to leave. Karl walked past the secretary’s desk and out the 
door. He called a taxi to pick him up. He was able to breathe easier again. 
He now knew that Angie had implicated him in giving her the pills. She 
was protecting herself. He just couldn’t lie to the police or the attorney. 
Angie was definitely not his friend. He was scared of her and would stay 
as far away from her as he could in the remaining weeks in Cairo. 

Crystal felt a lot better this afternoon. One more treatment and she 
would be through. She needed to talk with the doctor tomorrow for 
certain. Gloria had stayed with Crystal until early this afternoon, after 
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lunchtime. She would be back in the morning to see if Crystal would be 
released from the hospital. 

Jean had called later that afternoon to inquire how Crystal was 
doing. Jean related the meeting last Thursday evening. Crystal asked if 
the students knew their new partners yet. Jean said they didn’t. Crystal 
thought it sad that she would not be there for the remaining five weeks. 
Crystal remembered what Captain Zuberi said and talked like she was 
coming back to the site. 

“But I thought you weren't coming back? The professor said you were 
too ill,” Jean said. 

“IT know, but I’m feeling so much better now. I’m almost back to 
normal,” Crystal replied. 

“I don’t know, Crystal. You better think about that before you do it,” 
Jean answered. 

“Okay, my mother says the same thing,” Crystal replied. “Have you 
heard from Dan this weekend?” 

“He says he may come visit you tomorrow. He has a lot to do,” Jean 
said. 

“T may get out of the hospital tomorrow evening. My last treatment is 
tomorrow morning,” Crystal said. 

“Really, that is great! Are you going home then?” Jean asked. 

“That is just the thing. My mother accepted a fashion show here in 
two weeks,” Crystal replied. 

“You mean youre staying here?” Jean asked. 

“Yes, at least for two more weeks,” Crystal replied. 

“Wow! I had no idea,” Jean said. 

“T didn’t know until yesterday. Maybe you can go to the fashion show 
with me,” Crystal said. 

“T would love that,” Jean answered. “Well, I will let you go. I'll call 
you tomorrow to see how you feel.” 

“Okay, have a good night,” Crystal replied. 

“You too. Glad you are feeling better,” Jean said. They both hung up 
then. 

After dinnertime, Dan called Crystal. He was inquiring how she felt. 
She said she was feeling good and had one more treatment tomorrow 
morning. She would be released from the hospital after that. 
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“Are you coming by?” she asked. 

“Probably not if you are getting out tomorrow,” he replied. “I hope you 
have a good trip back home.” 

“I am staying here two more weeks,” she said. 

“Really?” Dan asked. 

“Yes, my mother has a fashion show in two weeks here,” Crystal said. 
“Want to come?” 

“I’m not much of a fashion person, but I’m sure it is fun to watch,” 
he said. 

“My mother designs beautiful clothes. I want to see it,” she said. 

“What are you going to do now?” he asked. 

“T want to come back to the site if the doctor would let me,” Crystal 
said. 

There was a minute of silence over the phone. 

“T'm here...I thought the doctor wouldn’t allow you to,” Dan said. 

“Well, he doesn’t recommend it. But I know I will miss it,” Crystal 
said. 

“What about your flare-ups?” he asked. 

“That is the problem,” she said. 

“Honestly, Crystal, I would take it easy the rest of the summer. You 
have been through so much already,” Dan said. 

“I know. That is what my mother says and the doctor,” replied Crystal. 

“Listen to your doctor,” he replied. 

“T will, just hopeful thinking. Does anyone else know I have Lupus?” 
she asked. 

“Yes, I believe so. The professor has already told other students this 
weekend,” he replied. 

“Oh, shoot! I was hoping to not let that get out just yet,” she said. 

“Why?” he asked. 

“Because I was stalling for time,” Crystal said. 

“Why do you need more time?” Dan asked. 

“Something I can’t tell you right now,” she replied. “T will tell you 
everything soon | hope.” 

“So mysterious!” he exclaimed. 

Crystal giggled. She was actually enjoying the conversation now, 
instead of seeing him as a total bore. 
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“What is funny?” he asked. 

“You — you can be funny sometimes,” she replied, still giggling a little. 

“Well, I will let you go. Where will you be staying?” he asked. 

“I will be staying at the New Extady Hotel. Mom said she is getting 
a suite tomorrow evening. That way we can all have our privacy,” Crystal 
said. 

“All right, Pll give you a call during the week. Take good care of 
yourself. Glad you are doing much better,” Dan said. 

“Thanks and goodnight, Dan,” Crystal said. 

“Goodnight, Crystal, I love you,” Dan replied. 

“I love you too,” she replied. 

Dan and Crystal hung up at the same time. Crystal lay there thinking 
what a wonderful world it was. Could she actually be falling for Dan? She 
had never been in love before, but this sure felt special to her. 
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The following morning... 

Crystal had her breakfast and was having her last treatment. All was 
good and she was feeling good. Dr. Mosi came in right after breakfast. 

“Where’s Mama?” he asked. 

“Oh, she will be here soon. She usually comes while I’m having 
treatments,” Crystal replied. 

“Well, young lady, your blood work looks good. Your organs look good 
and you are looking much better than when you came in last Tuesday,” 
the doctor says. 

“I feel much better too,” she said. 

“Good, any more dizziness or nausea?” he asked. 

“Not right now.” She replied. 

“How’s your headaches?” the doctor asked. 

“A lot more subdued than before,” she said. 

“That is what you want. You still may get a headache from time to 
time, but they will get better. It takes a while. Continue to take your pain 
medication,” the doctor advised. 

“What about the medicine youre prescribing?” Crystal asked. 

“You will be taking corticosteroids three times a day. If those become 
intolerable, you will take therapy. Immunosuppressants help control 
symptoms of Lupus, but taken over a long period of time can cause serious 
side-effects. Ibuprofen can help relieve inflammation and joint pain. If you 
become weak again, get to the ER as soon as possible,” he said. 

“Whataboutthe infusions] just had? Weren't they immunosuppressants?” 
Crystal asked. 

“Yes, but only for a very short period of time. They built you up. You 
hardly had any strength left,” Dr. Mosi said. 
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“What happens if I took them for a longer period of time?” Crystal 
asked. 

“There are risks of fertility problems, liver damage, and an increased 
risk of developing infections and cancer,” the doctor advised. 

“Will I get weak again? Crystal asked. 

“It’s possible, especially with flare-ups. Avoiding the environmental 
triggers we discussed before would be wise for you. I want to see you back 
for a follow-up appointment in two weeks,” he said. 

“That will be possible. We will be here two more weeks,” she replied. 
“Mom is having a fashion show here.” 

“Alright, young lady, it is always good to see you. Just hope not in the 
hospital next time,” Dr. Mosi said. 

“Oh, doctor. When can I be released?” Crystal asked. 

“After this last treatment, you can go after lunchtime. Okay?” he 
asked. 

“Great!” exclaimed Crystal. 

“What is so great?” asked Gloria, as she entered the hospital room. 

“Hello there, Mrs. Johnston. I was asking your daughter where you 
were,” Dr. Mosi said. 

“Sorry, I woke up late today,” Gloria replied. 

“Well, you can take your little girl home after this last treatment today, 
probably after lunchtime,” the doctor said. 

“That is good news. We need some,’ Gloria replied. “What about her 
medication?” 

“T just went over that with her. You will get the post-hospital instructions 
before you leave,” he said. 

“Thanks, doctor,” Gloria stated. 

The doctor left the room. 

“Sounds like you are all set after this,” Gloria said. 

“Yes, he said I would get the medicine as I left,” Crystal said. “Mom, 
why didn’t you tell me the other day that you already checked me out of 
the Carlton Hotel?” 

“Who told you that?” her mother asked. 

“The professor did,” Crystal said. 

“T’m sorry. I thought I had told you already. I had gotten nee When 
I went back the other day, I decided to go ahead and pack your suitcases.” 
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“Tt is fine, Mom. I’m not mad. I’m glad you did that. It saves me a trip 
to the other hotel on packing,” Crystal said. 

Gloria looked at her daughter. She was surprised that Crystal agreed 
with her on something. 

Later that morning, Nakia came in to unplug the treatment bags. “I 
hear you are leaving, Ms. Johnston,” Nakia said. 

“Yes, the doctor said probably after lunchtime,” Crystal replied. 

“Good, we will miss you around here,” Nakia replied. 

“Yes, I will miss you too,” Crystal said. 

“You have no other medication scheduled today. After lunchtime, I 
will give you the post-hospital instructions once I get the release papers,” 
Nakia said. 

“Thanks,” Crystal said. Nakia left the room then. 

Gloria began to pack Crystal’s suitcase. She got out some clothes for 
Crystal to wear. Crystal still had the blue outfit in the closet. Gloria got 
that out for Crystal to wear back to the hotel. While Crystal changed into 
her regular clothes, her mother packed all of her nightgowns. 

Once lunch was served, Crystal was getting anxious. She knew this 
was it. She would be going back to the hotel soon. After lunch, Nakia came 
back into the room. “Dr. Mosi has signed the release papers. He prescribed 
corticosteroids. Do you still have your other prescriptions?” Nakia asked. 

“Yes, I still have the pain medication and sedatives. Another doctor 
gave me something for dizziness and nausea,’ Crystal replied. 

“Who is that?” Nakia asked. 

“Dr. Chuma,” Crystal replied. 

“Well, just take as directed. I assume Dr. Mosi knows that,” Nakia 
said. 

“He does,” Crystal replied. 

“Okay, you will be taking prednisone (tablet form) three times a day. 
Schedule to take your medication around the same time every day. If you 
forget, take it as soon as you remember. Don’t skip a pill. You need to avoid 
environmental stressors that trigger your flare-ups as much as possible. 
If feeling weak, get to the ER as soon as possible. Schedule a follow-up 
appointment with Dr. Mosi in two weeks. Any questions?” Nakia asked. 

“No, I’m ready to go,” Crystal replied. Gloria signed the release form. 
Crystal was wheeled downstairs. After she checked out of the hospital, 
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Gloria stopped by the pharmacy to get the prescription filled. The 
pharmacist told Crystal to take the medicine with food and water. 

Crystal and her mother were escorted to the parking lot, where a 
taxi picked them up. The hospital attendant helped put Crystal’s flowers 
and suitcase in the taxi for her. Soon, Gloria and Crystal were headed to 
the hotel. Ralph was glad to see them both. A bellhop brought Crystal’s 
suitcase and flowers up to the room for her. Gloria had changed to a suite 
today with two separate bedrooms. There was a small kitchen and dining 
area in the middle. It was a nice size and comfortable. 

Gloria and Ralph took the master bedroom, while Crystal took the 
smaller bedroom. Each bedroom had a bathroom and shower. Crystal still 
had a full-size bed, which was more spacious than the cot. Crystal settled 
in comfortably. She was looking forward to the fashion show. 

The following week, Angie’s arraignment was scheduled. She was to 
appear before the judge and plead her case. Mr. Akil had prepared her the 
week before on what would happen and to expect. He advised Angie due 
to interviewing Karl, that he couldn't use him as a character witness for 
her case. In fact, she had no character witnesses to testify for her defense. 
She would be better off pleading no contest and paying the fine. When 
Angie’s name was called, she appeared before the court with her attorney. 
The judge looked through the file and back at Angie. “Ms. Halstead, you 
are charged with the possession of an illegal substance. How do you plead?” 
the judge said. 

“Your Honor, I am representing Ms. Halstead in this case,” Mr. Akil 
replied. 

“Very well, how does your client plead?” he asked. 

“She pleads no contest, your Honor,” the attorney said. 

“Is that your plead, Ms. Halstead?” he asked. 

“Yes, sir,” Angie replied. 

“Very well, before I declare sentencing, is there anything you would 
like to add?” the judge asked. 

“Your Honor, this is my client’s first offense ever. It was never proven 
that Ms. Halstead put the pills in her suitcase,” the attorney said. 

“They were found by the detective while searching students’ rooms,” 
the judge answered. 
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“Yes, sir, but it was never found to be placed there by Ms. Halstead,” 
Mr. Akil said. 

“Are you saying your client didn’t put the pills there?” the judge asked. 

“It was never proven that she did. No one saw her, your Honor, nor 
knew she ever used drugs,” the attorney said. “She was in rehab two years 
ago for a period of six months for addiction. Her rehab counselor said she 
was a model patient, setting an example to other patients. She has gone on 
to finish college as an excellent student. I would like to ask for one year’s 
probation and release her to her parent’s recognizance.” 

“Your client is an adult now, Mr. Akil,” the adult said. 

“T realize that, sir, but they take full responsibility of their daughter’s 
actions,” Mr. Akil said. 

“You ask a lot, Mr. Akil. Possession usually carries a stiff penalty,” the 
judge answered. 

“Tam aware of that, your Honor, but there are simulating circumstances,” 
the attorney stated. 

“Very well, Ms. Halstead, you are placed on probation for one full year. 
If found a second time, there will be no mercy for you in this court. I don’t 
want to see you in this courtroom again. Case dismissed,” the judge said. 

Angie blew a heavy sigh of relief. Her attorney obviously got her off 
a serious charge. “Thank you, Mr. Akil,” Angie said. She was happy the 
brilliant attorney got her out of hot water. 

“Don’t thank me, thank the judge. He did you a tremendous favor,” 
the attorney said. 

Angie was relieved. She wanted to celebrate, but knew she couldn't 
afford to be seen out tonight or any other time. She decided she would ‘lay 
low’ with a close friend. Once she got back to the hotel, she remained in 
her room that afternoon until dinnertime. 

That evening, Angie went downstairs and found Phil at the small bar 
beside the restaurant. She joined him at the table. “Hello, Phil, may I join 
you a bit?” she asked. 

“Certainly,” he answered. “I haven’t seen you around here lately.” 

“T have been ‘laying low’ for a while,” she answered. 

“Laying low? Why is that?” he asked. 

“Oh, nothing,” she said. 
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After Phil finished his beverage, he asked Angie if she had eaten yet. 
He wanted to go across the street and order pizza for dinner. Angie decided 
she was hungry too. She went with Phil over to a restaurant called Pizzeria. 
It had pizza, beer and wine. Angie ordered a glass of wine, while Phil 
ordered a small pizza for the two of them. While waiting on their meal to 
arrive, Phil started the conversation. 

“You look happy,” Phil said. 

“I am happy. Justice was done today,” Angie remarked. 

“What do you mean?” he asked. 

“T got out of a charge today,” Angie said. 

“Charge? What kind of charge?” Phil asked. 

“When the police searched our rooms, they said they found some type 
of pills at the bottom of my suitcase. I proved them wrong. I got out of it 
today,” Angie stated. 

“Oh, really!” exclaimed Phil. “I didn’t know you had gotten into 
trouble.” 

“I wouldn’t have if someone had kept her nose out of it,” Angie said. 

“Who was that?” Phil asked. 

“Miss know-it-all,” she replied. 

“Miss know-it-all? Who is that?” asked Phil. 

“You know, the perfect one, Miss Crystal,” answered Angie. 

“She hasn’t been here for over a week,” he said. 

“She was the one telling lies to everyone,” she said. 

“Like what?” Phil asked. 

“Like I had drugs in my suitcase,” Angie answered. 

“How would she know that?” he asked. 

“I don’t know. She spied and is so stupid,” she said. 

“Crystal is one of the sweetest people I know. She is a very nice girl,” 
he said. 

“She wasn’t so nice. She lied,” Angie said. She was starting to slur her 
words a little now. “She told the professor I had laid out all night that time. 
I got into trouble for doing it.” 

“Angie, you need to get a grip. You've always disliked her, but she did 
nothing to you. She tried to be your friend at first, but you wouldn't have 
it,” Phil said. “By the way, I was the one that told the professor you were 
out all night with Eric that night, not Crystal.” 
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“You! Why did you do that?” Angie asked. 

“Because you had Crystal worried about you. Dan told me,” Phil 
replied. 

“Dan! How did he get involved?” asked Angie. 

“He is concerned for Crystal,” Phil said. 

“Because she is so damn perfect!” exclaimed Angie. “I hate her, I 
swear!” 

“You're being childish. She doesn’t hate you,” he said. 

“Everyone just loves Crystal, even the professor. I took care of her. I 
got her that day,” Angie said. 

“How did you get her?” he asked. 

Angie didn’t respond. By then, the pizza had arrived at their table. It 
was hot and looked delicious. They both cut a slice and begin to eat it. 
After a minute of silence, Phil asked the question again. Angie ordered 
herself another glass of wine. 

“T...hit her,” Angie said. 

“You what?” he asked. 

“You heard me,” Angie replied. “I hit her in the tunnel.” 

“You mean that was you?” Phil asked. 

“Yes,” she replied, slurring her words even more now. 

“Angie, the professor said that girl has Lupus. She needed medical 
treatment. You could have seriously injured her or worse,” he stated. 

“Lupus? I didn’t know that,” Angie said. 

“What if she had gone into shock that night? Your father is a medical 
doctor. You should have known better,” Phil asked. 

“T didn’t know at the time. I sent her flowers to the hospital the first 
time. I didn’t sign the card though,” she replied. 

“That still doesn’t make up for what you did,” he said. 

“T said I’m sorry. What more do you want? Are you going to be like 
Karl now?” she asked. 

“What did you do to Karl? He won't even come out of his room now, 
except when I see him at the site. He seems scared most of the time,” Phil 
said. 

“Well, nothing. He just wanted to betray me is all! Don’t tell me you 
do too,” Angie said. 
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“Angie, I don’t know your game, but Karl and I have been friends as 
you have,” Phil said. 

“Are you gay too?” Angie asked. 

“Gay? Is that what Karl is scared about?” asked Phil. “I am not gay, 
by the way, Angie.” 

“Remember when you said you thought you saw him and Patrick 
together a few weeks ago at the Sphinx? Well, they were. He is going to 
move in with Patrick next month,” Angie remarked. “He said I should give 
myself up, but I warned him.” 

“Warned him about what?” Phil asked. 

“To not tell on me or I would reveal his secret to everyone,” Angie 
responded. 

“Angie, being gay is his personal preference. I didn’t know, but that 
his is business, not yours,” Phil said. 

“It is when he was going to tell on me,” Angie said, as she gulped her 
wine down. 

“I don’t know what you did to Karl, but it sounds like you did 
something that scared him,” he stated. 

“T told him that I would expose him. He would never get a job as a 
medical doctor in our hometown or recommend him. My father would 
see to it,” Angie said, sounding intoxicated by now. 

Phil had heard enough. He thought the best thing to do was finish his 
dinner and leave. Phil hurriedly finished his half of the pizza. He paid his 
portion and started to leave the table. “You are nothing but an arrogant 
snob. You sound like a bitch. Please do me a favor and don’t ever speak to 
me again, he said. 

“Please don’t go Phil. I was just joking,” Angie said. There was a tear 
in her eye. 

“Frankly, I don’t give a damn. It was no joke, Angie. I want nothing 
more to do with you. Personally, I used to like you, but you know, it just 
isn’t worth my time anymore to figure you out,” Phil said. 

Phil left the restaurant as a tearful Angie sat alone, sipping on another 
glass of wine. She had never felt as alone as she did tonight. One by one, 
her close friends were dropping off like flies and adding more distance to 
her. It was all Crystal’s fault. She just knew it. 
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Two weeks later... 

Everything seemed to settle down to normal again. After a couple 
of weeks of patience with her body recovering from the flare-up, Crystal 
was starting to feel back to her old self again. She and her mother toured 
places around the city and just outside Cairo. Ralph did not venture out 
too much. That wasn’t his cup of tea. Crystal even got in some shopping, 
with her mother picking out the design for her. The rest of the time she 
rested and watched English-speaking programs on the television. 

Crystal was looking forward to the fashion show that weekend. Jean 
was going with her. Crystal had a follow-up appointment with the doctor 
earlier that Friday morning. Besides an occasional headache now and then, 
she had healed pretty well since her last hospitalization. 

Dr. Mosi’s office was full that day. When Crystal’s name was called, the 
nurse explained that Dr. Mosi was called into an emergency unexpectedly. 
She would be seeing an associate of his, Dr. Massri. Crystal didn’t have 
long to wait. In walked the most handsome and dashing man she had 
ever seen. He looked quite young, maybe in his mid- to late- twenties. He 
was very tall, at least six-foot, slender, with gorgeous black hair and dark 
eyes. His skin tone was olive-complexion. He was every woman’s dream 
come true. 

“Hello, Ms. Johnston, Iam Dr. Massri. Dr. Mosi couldn’t make it. You 
will be seeing me instead. How are you feeling?” he asked. 

“I’m feeling a ton better,” Crystal finally got out. She was in love with 
this man at first sight. 

“Any more headaches or fainting spells?” he asked. 

“An occasional headache now and then. Not as bad as before though. 
Could that be from stress?” she asked. 
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“More likely from your injury, but that will just take time,” he 
answered. 

“T need a referral for the Lupus, but I am going back to the States the 
first of next week,” she replied. 

“Well, I suggest you call your insurance company. They can give you 
the name of an American doctor,” the doctor replied. 

“Your temperature and blood pressure were good today too. That is a 
good sign. If you experience anymore fevers, you may have an infection.” 

“Have you had any discomfort lately?” he asked. 

“Just some joint pain and stiffness. I usually take ibuprofen as Dr. Mosi 
advised,” Crystal replied. 

“Looking at the X-rays, you are a very fortunate young lady,” Dr. 
Massri said. 

“How is that?” Crystal asked. 

“Because the bump on your head indicates that you were struck 
enough to surrender you unconscious and faint, but not enough force to 
cause brain damage,” the doctor replied. 

“What kind of brain damage?” asked Crystal. She almost didn’t want 
to know the answer. 

“If struck any harder, you might have gone into a coma. We have had 
some patients go into comas for long lengths of time from blows to the 
head,” the doctor answered. 

“Really, the Lord was with me then,” Crystal replied. 

“He certainly was, but you still have some repercussions, like your 
headaches, from the blow,” Dr. Massri said. 

“Will those go away soon?” asked Crystal. 

“Probably will decrease over time within the next few months,” he 
said. “You still may have a headache now or then until the concussion 
heals fully.” 

“How long will that last?” she asked. 

“Looking at your films, about four months most likely,” he answered. 

“But I feel fine now,” Crystal said. 

“As I said before, you are a very fortunate young lady. You are healing 
well,” he replied. : 

“I had to stop an expedition at the Sphinx because of the Lupus,” 
Crystal stated. 
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“Really? What expedition?” Dr. asked. 

“I was a student of Professor Henry Smith from Baltimore,” Crystal 
answered. 

“I’m familiar with Professor Smith’s works,” he responded. 

“How do you know about Professor Smith?” she asked. 

“I used to go to school at the University of Baltimore. He is quite a 
popular History professor there,” he said. 

“You went to the University of Baltimore?” she asked. 

“Yes, I got back here the fall of last year to do my residency here,” he 
said. 

“Where are you born?” she asked. 

“Here, in Cairo, but I attended college in Baltimore,” he replied. 

“Wow!” Crystal exclaimed. “You look so young.” 

“T'm 28 years old,” he stated. 

“Wow, so young! How much longer on your residency?” asked Crystal. 

“T still have two years left to go — there are three years in all,” he replied. 

“That is great,” she replied. She cleared her throat then. She didn’t 
want it to appear that she was flirting with the doctor, but she really was. 

“Do you need any medication?” he asked. 

“Maybe a refill on my pain medication. I think I am okay on my other 
medication,” Crystal replied. 

“What about your prednisone?” he asked. 

“I have about half a bottle left,” she answered. 

“Tl go ahead and refill it. Those you don’t want to run out of,” the 
doctor said. “I will have the prescriptions ready at the desk when you check 
out. You are free to go, Ms. Johnston,” he replied. He left the examination 
room, but he smiled as he left. 

After a few minutes, Crystal picked up her prescriptions to fill. There 
was a pharmacy down the road from the hotel. She could fill it there. She 
felt wonderful and couldn’t wait to get back to the hotel with good news. 

It was a good time for good news too. Crystal stopped by the pharmacy 
to drop off her prescriptions. The pharmacist told her they would be ready 
in an hour. Crystal decided she would visit the site for a short while and 
come back later that afternoon to pick up her medicine. 

“I had a good doctor’s report,” Crystal said, as she was talking on the 
phone to her mother. “I’m going over to the site to say goodbye to friends 
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I made this summer.” Crystal had hailed a cab to take her out to the site. 
It was risky, but a chance to tell her friends goodbye as she was leaving on 
Monday. 

“I don’t think that is a good idea. Maybe someone should go with 
you,” her mother said. 

“What could possibly go wrong in the daylight? Besides, there will be 
dozens of people all around,” Crystal replied. 

In the meantime, Captain Zuberi continued working on Crystal’s 
case. He was strong-willed and stubborn. He could not let this case go 
without solving it first. He couldn’t get out of his head that the person 
involved had motive, opportunity and the most to lose. But what was it? 
The captain was curious to know more of Angie’s background. He made 
a call to Angie’s parents in Phoenix. The housekeeper answered and took 
a message to call the captain back. 

The captain decided to call the rehab center where Angie had been 
a patient two years ago. He was put in contact with the director of the 
center. Ms. Sharon Lewis would not give out much information due to 
the confidentiality of the case. She did say that Angie was admitted to the 
center due to a drug dependency and addiction. Angie was released once 
she was sober and drug-free for several months. Ms. Lewis was unaware 
of any reoccurrences. 

Captain Zuberi called the lab to see if the results were in yet concerning 
the small wine bottle. He was told that evening at the latest. They had 
had the sample for nearly three weeks. He needed to know if the drop of 
blood and the strand of hair matched. He had already collected samples 
of Crystal’s blood at the hospital. 

Sergeant Hasani had interviewed the clerk at the wine shop. The clerk 
remembered a young woman purchasing the wine bottles, but didn’t recall 
her name. The sergeant brought the tape to the police station in hopes 
of identifying who purchased the wine bottles that day as the receipt 
indicated. Both he and Captain Zuberi were looking through the tape 
that day when something caught their eye. There it was — on video camera. 
There was no mistake about it! 

The captain needed to interview Karl again. He knew there was 
something Karl wasn’t telling the police. Karl was once close friends with 
Angie. If anyone should know something, it would be him. He would have 
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a police officer go by the expedition site to get him. He sent a patrol out 
to the Sphinx immediately. 

Karl entered the police station later that morning. He felt a little 
frustrated in that the police wanted to talk with him again. Captain Zuberi 
was the first to approach Karl in the small interrogation room. The sergeant 
followed behind, closed the door and stood there as the captain sat across 
from Karl. 

“Mr. Benson, do you know why you are here today?” the captain asked. 

“No sir, I actually don’t. You have already interviewed me before,” Karl 
stated. He had a puzzled look on his face. 

“Yes sir, I realize that, but I believe you know more than you are telling 
right now. I think you're running scared. You know why I know that?” 
Captain Zuberi asked. 

“No sir,” replied Karl. He would not look at the captain in the eyes. 

“You're scared because I have a reputation to keep, Mr. Benson. In 
the years I’ve been a police officer, I haven’t lost solving cases very often. I 
know you are keeping something from the police. I just can’t understand 
something,” the captain said. 

“What?” Karl asked. He looked bewildered. 

“Why you are protecting a person that doesn’t give two cents about 
you?” Captain Zuberi asked. “What is it that she is holding over you? You 
are a pretty bright boy, but you let her control you.” 

“I don’t know what you mean,” replied Karl. 

“Oh, I think you do know,” Captain Zuberi said. 

Karl sat there motionless, taking it all in. He could tell the captain 
was sharp too. However, Angie was true to her word. She would divulge 
his secret to the world if he betrayed her. 

The captain decided to take another tactic to get Karl to talk. “Mr. 
Benson, what do you owe her that twisted you into thinking you were 
friends? Why is she treating you so badly, especially after growing up 
together?” 

Karl still did not respond to the captain’s questioning. 

“She went to school with you in your hometown. You shared laughter 
with her, conversations and such that friends do. You talked about school 
crushes with her and general things that school chums usually talk about,” 


the captain said. 
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Captain Zuberi took it to another level now. “Mr. Benson, don’t 
you know I can arrest you for accessory to assault by just withholding 
information?” the captain asked. 

“What? I didn’t have anything to do with hitting that girl!” exclaimed 
Karl. 

“T never said hitting the girl. You know who did and I know you 
do. You were seen leaving the bar in haste a couple of weeks ago after a 
conversation with Ms. Halstead,” the captain said. 

“How do you know about that?” Karl asked. 

“Because one of our undercover cops was watching you,” the captain 
asked. “We've been watching you, Mr. Benson. It is just a matter of time 
until the truth comes out.” 

Karl was starting to sweat and get nervous now. He knew the captain 
was getting closer to the truth. “We were just having a disagreement that 
night,” Karl said. 

“About you coming out of the closet?” asked the captain. 

“T never said that!” exclaimed Karl. He was getting upset now. 

“Then why are you getting so upset, Mr. Benson?” Captain Zuberi asked. 
“We already interviewed Richard. We know about your homosexuality.” 

Karl looked straight at the captain, shocked when he heard the 
statement. He looked down at his hands then back up. He began to cry 
as tears rolled down his cheek. Karl was nervous and tapped his feet on 
the floor as he shook. He looked at the captain and then at the sergeant. 
“Alright, Captain, Angie told me she would reveal that I was gay if I told 
on her,” Karl replied. “We had some beers that night. Angie had gotten 
drunk and started talking.” 

“Better, Mr. Benson. Keep on talking,” the captain replied. “What did 
Ms. Halstead tell you that night?” 

“Didn't your undercover cop tell you that too?” Karl asked. 

“Come on, Mr. Benson, it is not time to be coy with me,” Captain 
Zuberi replied. “Do yourself a favor, tell the truth. Don’t end up in a four- 
wall jail cell because you don’t want to tell on your friend. Or is she really 
a friend, Mr. Benson?” 

Karl had heard enough. He didn’t want to go to jail for something he 
didn’t do. “Okay...she said she hit Crystal in the tunnel. She called her 
name as she passed the tunnel. When Crystal approached the entrance, 
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Angie said she hid until Crystal turned her back. Then she hit her in the 
back of the head with the bottle.” 

“Very good, Mr. Benson, I believe you have saved your soul tonight,” 
the captain replied. 

“Will I still be charged with accessory?” Karl asked. 

“No, only from withholding information we needed, but I’m grateful 
you got the courage to tell us the truth now,” the captain said. 

“What will happen to Richard?” Karl asked. 

“Nothing, homosexuality isn’t a crime. We did interview Richard 
earlier at the hotel, but he never told us anything,” replied the captain. 

“You mean he didn’t tell you anything about us?” Karl asked. 

“No,” the captain answered. 

“You tricked me!” exclaimed Karl. 

“No I didn’t. I just didn’t know you two were involved,” the captain 
stated. He smiled and left the interrogation room. The sergeant followed 
while another police officer watched Karl in the room. 

Once they were out in the hallway, the sergeant asked, “Do you think 
he is telling the truth?” 

“T think he is scared, but has no reason to lie to us,” the captain replied. 
“T can’t arrest him for being gay.” 

“Did Angie act alone in hitting Crystal?” the sergeant asked. 

“T believe so. Only one other set of footprints show in the tunnel besides 
Crystal’s,” the captain replied. “We have Mr. Benson’s statement now.” 

“You're the best, Captain. You get them to talk every time,” the 
sergeant said. 

“He just confirmed what I already knew. I’m waiting on the lab analysis 
for the verification. Once we get that, the evidence will be strong,” the 
captain replied. “I will let Mr. Benson go for now. He has already sweated 
enough.” 

Crystal had made it to the Sphinx in the taxi. Once out, she didn’t see 
anybody around yet. It was a little early for lunch yet. Crystal decided to 
walk around to the pyramids. This was the place she was actively digging 
a few weeks ago, but this was also the place where her deep dark dreams 
came alive. 

Crystal thought she saw some students at the other end of the site 
working. She made her way over to the digging area. There was a long 
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pathway that led down to the pyramids. Crystal was walking down the 
pathway, enjoying the scenery she had missed a while. As she came to a 
gap midway down the path, she heard footsteps behind her. She looked 
back, but saw nothing. As she walked forward, she heard the footsteps 
again. This time she heard something behind her. She turned back, but 
saw nothing. Strange, she thought. Maybe it is another student coming 
up to the tent for lunchtime. She saw no one in front of her, but turned 
back. Her eyes got the surprise of her life! It startled her as she looked at 
the person before her. 
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Later in the day... 

Crystal was facing a person she hadn’t seen for a while. “You! It was 
you following me?” Crystal asked. 

“Yes, I saw you get out of the taxi cab. You should be careful where 
you are going,” Angie stated. 

“I was going to say goodbye to my friends. I am leaving on Monday,” 
Crystal said. 

“Why did you come here, Crystal? You should have stayed away from 
here,” Angie said. 

“Pardon me,” Crystal said. This was confusing her. “I just want to say 
goodbye and then I will leave.” 

“You know since you have been here, you have caused nothing but 
trouble,” Angie replied. 

Crystal stood there motionless, not saying a word. 

Angie continued to talk. “I thought I warned you that day in the 
tunnel to leave here, but you just wouldn’t listen,” Angie said. 

“Listen to what? Oh my God...you mean you were the one that hit 
me?” asked Crystal. Suddenly, Crystal was filled with fear. This wasn’t a 
good idea as her mother had advised earlier. “Angie, please listen. I don’t 
know what is bothering you, but we can work it out,” Crystal said. She 
wanted to run as fast as she could in the other direction. However, there 
was no place to run. Angie had her cornered between two large rocks. 

Angie continued to stare at Crystal. There was nothing but hatred and 
disgust written on her face. Crystal was scared. Angie may really try to 
harm Crystal this time or worse. 
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“You had to be so perfect, Crystal. I got sick of you. You are so stupid!” 
exclaimed Angie. “You wouldn't leave Dan alone and you got me into 
trouble with the police.” 

“Angie, stop this!” Crystal cried out. 

“Maybe you will listen to reason this time,” Angie said. She was not 
Angie anymore. She had a glare in her eyes, a sort of evil you don’t forget. 
Crystal looked through her as seeing nothing but pure evil now. 

“Please, Angie!” Crystal screamed. 

Angie was about to take her right hand to strike at Crystal. In her 
hand, was a solid wooden rod with sharp edges. As she raised her hand 
to hit Crystal, Crystal put both her hands up and closed her eyes. Crystal 
stood there shivering in total fear. She knew what was coming. 

Before she knew it, Crystal heard the sound of a handcuff being placed 
on Angie’s wrist. A man stood behind Angie with a set of handcuffs. He 
quickly cuffed Angie’s other wrist behind her. “Angie Halstead, you are 
under arrest for assault and attempted assault with a deadly weapon. You 
have the right to remain silent. You have the right to an attorney. Anything 
you say can be used against you in a court of law. Do you understand your 
rights?” It was Ted talking, the new student. He was the undercover cop 
working at the site. 

Angie nodded, without saying a word. Ted led Angie away to a patrol 
car nearby. Crystal was still in shock, shivering with fright. “Ms. Halstead, 
are you all right?” Captain Zuberi said, as he was walking furiously toward 
Crystal. 

Crystal stood there a minute, not knowing whether to cry or not. She 
was still speechless. The professor ran over to Crystal. “I think she is in 
shock, Captain,” he said. 

“Please take her out of here, sir,” the captain said. 

The professor took her toward the tent to a chair inside. “Are you okay, 
Crystal?” he said. 

After a minute, Crystal nodded that she was. The professor brought her 
a bottle of water to drink. “My, girl, you sure have adventures out here,” 
he said, smiling at her. 

“I just came to say goodbye to everybody here,” Crystal replied, 
tearfully. By then, Jean and Dan heard about the arrest. They came to 
see how Crystal was. Jean hugged Crystal, as tears started owing down 
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Crystal’s cheek. Dan held Crystal as she cried on his shoulder. Both Jean 
and Dan sat with her to comfort her. Phil and Karl came to see Crystal. 
They were sympathetic and apologized to her for what had happened. Even 
Jill came to see how she was. 

Other students, hearing the news, started walking toward the tent, 
but the police made them stay outside for the time being. Crystal needed 
privacy right now. 

Captain Zuberi walked up and said, “You got some real friends, young 
lady.” 

“How did you know I was here?” Crystal asked, still very upset. 

“Your mother called me about twenty minutes ago in a frenzy. She 
said you were headed here and wanted to know if I would check up on 
you. I called the professor to inquire if he had seen you. The undercover 
cop radioed me that Ms. Halstead was following you once you got here,” 
the captain stated. 

“I was afraid you would be too late,” Crystal replied. 

“We had you covered. We heard everything - her omission to hitting 
you in the tunnel. We have it on videotape. In a way, it was good you came 
today. It was the bait we needed.” 

“T didn’t know. Everything you told me was true. Sorry, I didn’t believe 
you at first,” Crystal said. 

“I wish I had been wrong. Ms. Halstead is mentally unbalanced. Don’t 
let her get inside your head. Things happened in her life that weren’t your 
fault. Try to push this out of your mind or it will drive you crazy,” the 
captain said. 

Crystal told the captain and the professor that she wanted to say 
goodbye to her friends. While being applauded by her fellow students, a 
nervous Gloria entered the tent where Crystal was sitting, still holding on 
to Dan. 

“Are you okay, Crystal?” Gloria asked. “The captain told me what 
happened.” 

“Iam now. Oh, Mom, you were right. This is one time I wish I had 
listened to you. She was so angry and glared at me. She hated me,” Crystal 
said. 

“It is all right, darling. Thank God we are going home on Monday,” 
Gloria stated. 
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Gloria helped her daughter into a taxi cab. Dan was allowed to go with 
her over to the hotel. The professor called it quits for the day. He said there 
had been enough excitement for the day. 

By the time the captain got back to the jailhouse, the lab called him 
with the results. It confirmed what the captain already knew. Captain 
Zuberi made a call to Angie’s parents in Phoenix. They said they would 
be on the next plane to Cairo in about twelve hours. 

Early the next morning, Angie’s parents entered the police department. 
Both looked very concerned and weary. Captain Zuberi introduced 
himself. He showed Dr. Halstead and his wife to his office. He closed the 
door for privacy. He offered Angie’s parents a seat next to his desk. 

“Dr. Halstead, this is never easy. I’ve been investigating your daughter's 
case this summer,” the captain said. 

“My daughter’s hearing was already dismissed from the drug charge,” 
Dr. Halstead said. 

“T realize that, but this is a different matter,” the captain said. “I will 
say this directly. We have reason to believe that your daughter stole money 
from other students. We have evidence on videotape of her buying several 
wine bottles. She was using a student’s credit card too. She was spending 
others’ money on expensive wines. More than that is a more serious charge. 
We now have evidence that your daughter assaulted another student while 
on an expedition at the Sphinx,” the captain said. 

Angie’s parents looked at each other in shock. “Angie knows better 
than that. We didn’t raise her in violence. She had everything as a child,” 
Dr. Halstead replied. 

“We had a search warrant to search students’ rooms. A small wine 
bottle was found in the corner of a closet. The detective took it to the lab 
to have it analyzed. We now have the results of that analysis. There was a 
drop of blood on the bottom of the bottle along with a partial hair strand. 
The lab results said that the blood and DNA of the hair strand was a perfect 
match with another student that was hospitalized after being hit on the 
head,” the captain said. 

“What does that have to be with Angie?” Dr. Halstead asked. 

“It was your daughter’s closet,” Captain Zuberi replied. 

Mrs. Halstead didn’t say anything, but looked nervous. Both of Angie’s 
parents were speechless now. 
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“The injury to this student’s head is consistent with being hit with 
the small wine bottle. She had a bad contusion, bruising around the skull 
and a concussion. The other student did nothing to deserve this. She 
happened to be in the wrong place at the wrong time. Since then, she has 
been hospitalized twice for this injury. She has suffered for no reason,” the 
captain said. . 

“T’m sorry for this student’s pain and suffering. I will pay any medical 
costs out of pocket,” Dr. Halstead said. 

“Tm afraid at this point you will be fortunate if you aren’t sued for 
personal injury to this student. She has endured a lot. Your daughter 
tried to attack her again yesterday. That is why I called you. We have 
her omission on videotape of striking the girl in the tunnel. We have 
an undercover cop as a witness this time,” the captain replied. “There is 
something in your daughter’s past that troubles her. So much so, she acts 
out destructively. I can’t answer that, but you can.” 

The doctor and his wife sat there speechless. The captain continued 
to talk. 

“The other young lady has an autoimmune condition called Lupus. She 
was in the tunnel for over 13 hours without medical help or medication. 
The girl could have easily gone into shock due to exposure, coma or even 
worse, death. You, Dr. Halstead, know as a medical professional that 
patients with this condition can not exist without medication. If the young 
lady had died, your daughter would be charged with manslaughter or 
premeditated murder instead of assault.” 

Dr. Halstead and his wife looked at each other. His wife began to sob 
as he looked at the captain. After a minute of silence, Angie’s father finally 
spoke up. 

“We had no idea Angie was so mentally sick. She did so well in rehab 
and came out a different person. We thought she had changed for the 
better. When we heard about this trip, all Angie could talk about was 
going to Egypt. She was looking forward to it. We felt like it was a chance 
for her to forget the pain of the past and put her hurts behind her,” Dr. 
Halstead said. 

“Go on, doctor,” Captain Zuberi said. 

“Angie was molested when she was eight years old by a male babysitter. 
He was a neighborhood boy. We thought he was good with both our son 
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and daughter at that time. He seemed to enjoy spending time with them. 
We had no reason to suspect otherwise. When we found out about the 
molestation, we contacted the authorities. The boy was then prosecuted 
and sent to juvenile delinquency because he was only sixteen years old. 

Angie seemed to have no behavioral problems until she reached high 
school. By then, she stayed out late with the wrong crowd and wanted 
to party often. We found out she developed an addiction to alcohol and 
substance abuse. 

Two years ago, she entered the rehab center for drug dependency to 
Opioids and alcoholism. Angie was put on Methadone to gradually ease 
her off Opioids. I keep medications in a medicine cabinet. Sometimes, I 
noticed that pills of Methadone would be missing. I suspected Angie of 
taking them and found out she did later on. She became addicted to them 
overtime as it eased her pain. Her mother and I had no idea the emotional 
pain she was under due to the rape early in life,” Dr. Halstead said. He 
started crying then. His wife followed him. 

“Okay, Dr. and Mrs. Halstead, you have suffered too. Angie was 
booked and fingerprinted yesterday. I will hold your daughter for charges 
of assault, attempted assault with a deadly weapon and personal injury. The 
theft was around $1500 American dollars,” the captain said. 

“T will pay that back to the other students. Please tell this young 
lady I’m so sorry for what has happened to her. Our daughter is very 
emotionally ill. Who is the young lady, may I ask?” Dr. Halstead asked. 

“Yes, it is Crystal Johnston, your daughter’s roommate when she first 
got here,” Captain Zuberi replied. 

“T'm so sorry. I can't begin to apologize to her and tell her how sorry 
we are. Please understand that Angie wasn't raised like this,” Dr. Halstead 
said. Angie’s mother seemed like she was in shock. 

“I understand,” the captain replied. 

“Can we see our daughter now?” Dr. Halstead asked. 

“You can in a little while. I will come back and get you,” the captain 
said. He left the office with two speechless parents sitting crying. 

Crystal and Jean enjoyed the fashion show that morning. Beautiful 
women in beautiful dresses that Crystal’s mother designed, Maybe she 
should have gone into fashion design as her mother suggested. Jean and 
Crystal enjoyed the afternoon and had lunch in the tearoom after the 
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fashion show. Crystal gave Jean a hug as she waved goodbye to her friend. 
She would keep in contact with Jean. She had her cell number and her 
address to write her. 

This would be the last weekend for Crystal to enjoy Cairo. Dan was 
coming over to the hotel later this evening for dinner. They were going 
to the park tomorrow to enjoy a concert. He and Crystal had been seeing 
more of each other lately, almost everyday now. Dan wanted to date 
her exclusively, but Crystal was still debating because she was a little 
inexperienced. She knew one thing. She liked Dan more and more. 

There was a knock on the door later that afternoon. Crystal was 
thinking it might be Dan. Sometimes he arrived a little early than 
scheduled. When Crystal opened the door, it was Captain Zuberi and 
Sergeant Hasani. Crystal let the police officers inside the room. 

“What is it, Captain?” Crystal said. Gloria came out of her room to 
see the two police officers standing there. Ralph was in the room watching 
television at the time. 

“I just wanted to let you know we have arrested Ms. Halstead. She 
will be charged with several accounts. She has enough to put her away for 
a good while. Her parents are trying to get her extradicated back to the 
United States. She will be spending quite a bit of time in jail and rehab. 
I told you I would solve this case before you left Cairo and I was good to 
my word,” the captain said. 

“Yes you were and thank you for being persistent,” Crystal said. “What 
was Angie’s motive in harming me?” 

“After contacting her parents this week, we found out that Angie was 
molested as a young child. When she was eight years old, a male babysitter 
molested her. The boy was turned over to authorities, but because he was 
sixteen years old, he was not tried as an adult. Instead, he served time in a 
juvenile delinquency center,” the captain continued on. 

“The parents started noticing behavior changes when Angie was in 
high school. She stayed out late at night or didn’t come home sometimes. 
She partied with the wrong crowd and was drinking heavy. Her parents 
said they got her counseling and rehab for her addiction to alcohol, but the 
pattern continued. This led to substance abuse,” the captain said. 

Crystal listened with tears starting to form in her eyes. Her mother 
was astonished as she heard the story. 
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“Why would Angie being addicted to alcohol connect to her trying to 
harm me?” Crystal asked. 

“You represent everything that is pure and innocent, something she is 
not. Her virginity was taken away from her when she was a young child,” 
the captain said. 

“Oh, my God! I feel for her now,” said Crystal. 

“After all she did to you?” the captain asked. 

“Yes, because of it. It shows how much she was really hurting inside 
and nobody knew it,” Crystal replied. “I have to forgive her. I can’t hold on 
to hate for what she did. I don’t understand it, but she had to be desperate 
to do it.” 

“She gave me no explanation for it and probably won't. She has a lot 
of anger and rage issues,” Captain Zuberi said. 

“Will you need me to testify for you at trial?” Crystal asked. Gloria 
looked at her daughter. 

“No, we have your testimony and know the facts. Have a safe trip back 
home and a speedy recovery. Good luck with your treatments. If I need 
to get in touch with you, I have your number. Oh, by the way, here,” the 
captain said. 

Crystal looked and it was $120 American bills. “My money! Where 
did you find it?” Crystal asked. 

“We have Ms. Halstead on videotape. She stole money to buy alcohol 
and support her drug addiction. Dr. Halstead paid you back and he is 
paying all your hospital and medical expenses too. He said he knew of a 
specialist that could treat your Lupus, if you needed one free of charge,” 
the captain said. 

“Really, that is great!” exclaimed Crystal. 

As the two police officers started to leave the room, Dan had appeared 
at the door, wandering what was going on. Crystal said she would tell him 
later. She wanted to enjoy the time with him this weekend before heading 
back to Baltimore. She tried to focus on the evening being with the man 
she loved. 
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The following Monday... 

Crystal looked out the plane’s window as she sat snuggly in her seat. 
Down below were over a hundred pyramids she was leaving. She was leaving 
Cairo and Egypt forever. As she looked out towards the high mountain 
ranges and the plateaus, the Nile River looked like a long flowing stream 
below. Crystal looked over at her mother holding hands with Ralph, 
adoring her new diamond on her finger. How happy they both looked! 

Their engagement was a surprise to Crystal, but the couple would be 
married by next spring. Just like in her dream. All the dreams she had ever 
since she got to Cairo made more sense now. Her symptoms over the past 
several weeks were a combination of her flare-ups and the environmental 
conditions. 

Looking back now, she felt blessed instead of cursed. Crystal was 
happy she got the courage to call her father in the hospital. She was going 
to visit him and his family next Christmas. Dan was going to England 
with her. Dan and Crystal were working on their relationship gradually. 
She was seeing more of Dan and looked forward to seeing him again in 
Baltimore. She was still a virgin and inexperienced, but knew she would 
lose her heart to Dan. Dan said he would wait for her and there was no 
pressure. They could save that for marriage. 

Crystal still had two more years of college to complete and Dan was 
very soon working on his Doctorate degree. He wanted to get established 
in Archeology after graduation. His interests were exploration and teaching 
college. He was going to be a brilliant scientist. Neither one of them was 
ready to commit to marriage right away, but Crystal knew she loved Dan as 
he loved her. It was more than a good friendship. She knew that now. She 
was falling in love with Dan. More so, he was willing to accept her illness. 
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The issue of children was a matter down the line. After all, her children 
may only be carriers of the disease. 

Life would take a new twist for Crystal, however, a good one. She 
decided that she would enroll in counseling courses this coming fall 
instead of Geology courses. She could admire pyramids, antique artifacts 
and relics at a distance. It was a passion she did not want to give up, but 
on the other hand, important for her health. Counseling would be a good 
career for her. How she wished as a little girl someone had listened to her 
pain of her parents’ divorce and not seeing her father for long periods of 
time. It was something she didn’t want any child to go through. 

Crystal looked at the movie playing and then turned the sound down 
on her headset. After a filling noontime meal, she closed her tray and 
started to snooze off. The plane took off earlier this morning from Cairo 
International Airport. Dan saw her off at the airport. He took a cab to the 
airport with her that morning. After a long kiss goodbye, Crystal hated to 
depart from Dan, but Gloria and Ralph were antsy to leave the terminal. 
They wanted to get on the plane before it left without them. They would 
arrive in New York City this evening. The direct flight back would be 
quite long. However, Crystal would sleep some this time. She was looking 
forward to seeing the Statue of Liberty again. Then the very short flight 
back to Baltimore later that night. 

In back of her row of seats, was a passenger she hadn’t seen board the 
plane. As he got up from his seat, the passenger headed to the facility. 
Crystal decided to go herself. As she stood outside the facility, she saw the 
young doctor walk by her. She recognized him as the doctor who treated 
her at the Sphinx. 

“Hello there,” Dr. Chuma said. “Remember me?” he asked. He had 
startled Crystal as she heard his voice. 

“Oh, hello, Dr....” she said, looking at him. She was surprised to see 
him on the same plane. 

“Please call me Mack for short,” he responded. 

“I'm Crystal,” she replied. 

“I remember you from the site,” he said. 

“What are you doing here?” Crystal asked. 

“I’m headed to New York then on over to Baltimore. I’ve finished my 
residency this summer and starting work there,” the doctor said. 
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“Really, I didn’t realize that,” Crystal replied. 

“How are you feeling?” he asked. 

“Much better than I was that day. I’m on my way home,” she replied. 

“T’m glad you are. I was worried about you that day,” he replied. “You 
are too pretty and young to be sick.” 

“Well, it wasn’t completely a concussion. I found out I have Lupus 
too,” Crystal replied. 

“T’m sorry. No fun, but you were in good hands with Dr. Mosi,” he 
replied. 

“How do you know who my doctor was?” asked Crystal. 

“Your professor told me that day. I’ve known Dr. Mosi a good while. 
He knew my father who was Chief Surgeon at the hospital in Cairo. | am 
specializing in Rheumatology,” he replied. 

“Great! I’m looking for a rheumatologist back in the States. Where will 
you be located?” she asked. 

“T will be at the hospital near Baltimore. My associates specialize in 
autoimmune diseases,” he replied. 

“Wow, Lupus should be up your alley then,” Crystal replied. 

“Yes, I have seen a lot of patients with Lupus,” he said. 

“That is where I live too, in Baltimore,” she replied. Crystal was 
excited now. 

“We will be headed in the same direction than,” the doctor said. 

“What about your wife and family?” asked Crystal, clearing her throat. 
She was embarrassed when she asked a personal question. 

“Oh, I’m not married. I finished medical school before establishing a 
family,” he replied. 

“Could I take therapy for treatment instead of medication? I just found 
out I have Lupus a couple of weeks ago,” Crystal asked. 

“T will have to take a look at your file. I can call Dr. Mosi too,” Dr. 
Chuma said. 

“Well, nice to see you again. How do I get in touch with your office?” 
Crystal asked. 

The young doctor handed her his card. It read, “Macario Chuma, 
M.D., Baltimore Memorial Hospital, Rheumatology Specialists”. 

“Thank you, I will give you a call once I’m settled back in,” Crystal 
stated. 
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“Please do. Look forward to seeing you again,” he replied. The doctor 
turned and walked back down the aisle to his seat. He was several rows 
behind her. He wasn’t that agreeable on bedside matters, but he looked very 
smart. He also was handsome. Crystal’s mother would like him because 
he was a medical doctor. 

It was like God and something supernatural was looking out for 
Crystal. Everything was coming together for her. The professor had 
emailed the university about Crystal’s condition. The university said they 
could credit about half of Crystal’s money back, since she was enrolled 
in the course for at least four weeks. Crystal hated to withdraw from the 
course, but she couldn't continue on according to the doctor. In this way, 
the withdrawal would save her grades. She was happy to take the rest and 
get her symptoms under control too. 

Crystal found it in her heart to forgive Angie. She could hold on to 
that bitterness the rest of her life, but she felt sorry for Angie. She hoped 
that Angie would get the help she needed now. Angie would serve some 
time for her crime. Her father’s money couldn’t save her this time around. 
She would be in rehab for an extended period of time. More importantly, 
it would help resolve some of that anger and rage she bottled up for so 
long. In a way, Crystal owed Angie a bit of gratitude. Had she not been 
hospitalized in the first place, she wouldn’t have known about the Lupus. 
Dr. Mosi said if she had continued on without treatments, it could have 
been a very different outcome. 

Dr. Halstead paid the money back to all the students who had money 
stolen that summer, including Crystal. Angie got a reduced sentence on 
the theft charge, although the evidence was against her on video camera. 

Angie’s father agreed to pay restitution for all of Crystal’s medical and 
emergency room costs, plus her hospital bills. He also agreed to pay for 
any medical treatments and medications for Crystal’s autoimmune issues, 
specialists and such for her Lupus. That was in exchange for any action 
for personal and bodily injury to Crystal. That made Gloria happy as she 
knew Dr. Halstead was a rich medical doctor. Gloria still wanted to sue, 
but Crystal told her mother that Angie was mentally unstable and wasn’t 
in her right mind. Crystal actually tried to find some good.in Angie, as 
she did in everyone. 
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All in good time, Crystal thought to herself. It took coming to Cairo to 
find her destiny and purpose in life. Also, to find her true love and mate 
for life! Somehow Crystal knew everything would turn out all right in her 
world. She discovered the true meaning of love from family and friends. 
She had a real peace of mind and comfort now. More importantly, she 
met God (her Father) in the tunnel and knew he was in complete control 
of her life. Crystal discovered her dreams weren't really shattered after all. 
They were just beginning! 
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The Nile (Ancient Egyptian: Hpi and Iteru) is the longest river in the 
world. It is roughly 6,583 km or 4,258 miles long and 2.8 km or 2 miles 
wide. It flows in northeastern Africa and water resources are shared by 
eleven countries: Tanzania, Uganda, Rwanda, Burundi, Congo-Kinshasa, 
Kenya, Ethiopia, Eritrea, South Sudan, Sudan and Egypt. It is the primary 
water source of Egypt and Sudan. 

The Nile has two major tributaries, the While Nile and Blue Nile. 
The White Nile is considered to be the headwaters and primary stream of 
the Nile itself. The Blue Nile, however, is the source of most of the water 
and silt. 

The northern section of the river flows north almost entirely through 
the Sudanese desert to Egypt, then ends in a large delta and empties into 
the Mediterranean Sea. Egyptian civilizations have depended on the river 
since ancient times. Most of the population and cities of Egypt lie along 
those parts of the Nile valley north of Aswan.” 

The Egyptians used the sea for several purposes: silt, food, housing 
(mud bricks), cultivation and water resources. Many of the cultural and 
historical sites of Ancient Egypt are found along riverbanks. 
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In the ancient Egyptian language, the Nile is called Hpi or Iteru, 
meaning “river”. It is represented by the hieroglyphs shown above (literally 
itrw, and ‘waters’ determinative). 


The river’s uses went back to the ancient times, even back to biblical 
times. Below the Aswan High Dam, at the northern limit of Lake Nasser, 
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the Nile resumes its historic course. North of Cairo, the Nile splits into 
two branches (or distributaries) that feed the Mediterranean: the Rosetta 
Branch to the west and the Damietta to the east, forming the Nile Delta. 

The Nile has been the lifeline of civilization in Egypt since the Stone 
Age. Climate change at the end of the most recent ice age led to the 
formation of the Sahara desert, possibly as long ago as 3400 BC.” Crystal 
discovered just how important the Nile was not only to the people of 
Egypt, but the culture itself. She was able to see the Nile that she had 
envisioned for so long. Its mysterious long flowing stream of water which 
led down the riverbanks. 

In addition, Crystal was able to see the Great Sphinx at Giza,** known 
as “The Terrifying One” or literally “Father of Dread.” It stands on the 
Giza Plateau at the west bank of the Nile in Giza, Egypt. The face of the 
Sphinx represents the face of the Pharaoh Khafra. 

The Sphinx is the largest monolith statue in the world, standing 73.5 
metres (241 feet) long, 19.3 metres (63 feet) wide and 20.22 metres (66.34 
feet) high. It is the oldest known monumental sculpture and commonly 
believed to have been built by ancient Egyptians of the Old Kingdom 
during the reign of Pharaoh Khafra (e. 2558-2532 BC).” 

Crystal’s dreams were shattered during the expedition. The 
circumstances she encountered in Cairo made it impossible to continue on 
with the dream of becoming an archeologist or scientist one day. However, 
she knew that she had gained something in return. She learned she had 
the power to turn her life around with God’s help. She empowered herself 
and was able to make wise decisions for the future. Her heart was lost to 
love in Cairo. One thing she was truly grateful for now. 

More importantly, Crystal experienced the dream she had had for a 
long time. She took with her those memories. The memories she cherished 
and held in her heart for a lifetime. 
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Anne R. Murray is a native Georgian. Her roots are from the 
Southeastern region of the United States. She is the sixth generation born 
here from the old country. Anne was raised on Christian beliefs and 
traditions. She has three sisters and her parents are still living. 


Dr. Murray is a retired schoolteacher, earning a doctorate in education 
while teaching. She spends her time writing, researching and motivating 
others. She enjoys inspiring others to write as well as to read. Her brilliance 
to detail shows in her literary works. She uses the element of time to 
capture the essence of her writing. 


Anne deliyers her heart and soul every time. Her strengths are her 
emotional portrayal of the characters in the story. The narration is delivered 
by presenting the main character in third person (she or her), as she 
expresses her thoughts. Shattered Dreams is a story of suspense, drama 
and adventure at the same time. There are some terrifying moments in 


the book. 


Other literary works include As The Scarlet Tanager Sings, As The Sweet 
Honey Runs, The Jagged Edge, Wounded Heart in Flight and Gentle Rain 
of Thoughts. 
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Native Mariettan and 6" generation Cobb Countian, Anne R. Murray 
is the daughter of William and Odene Rakestraw. She attended Marietta 
schools, Kennesaw State University, Georgia State University, West Georgia 
University and Argosy University, receiving an Ed.D. of Education in 
2004. Anne was a Special Education teacher at Osborne H.S. for 11 years, 
earning her an early retirement. 


Her writing talent is natural and self-developed. Shattered Dreams brings 
out her brilliance in detail. It captures the heart and soul as the main 
character's plight with autoimmune disease, which Anne suffers from. ‘The 
setting is in Cairo, Egypt, where an American college student is on an 
expedition studying archeology for the summer. 


Crystal finds her true passion in life through a sequence of circumstances. 
It sets the stage for the development of her destiny and for happiness. She 
is moved to seek out and take control over her life with God’s help. 


This is Dr. Murray’s sixth book and third novel. May you find enjoyment 
in reading this book as it travels through parallels of time of ancient history. 


Odene Rakestraw, research writer in local genealogical publications. 
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